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MY DAD'S RUSSIAN MAFIA FRIEND 


Boris 


Life’s been hard, working for the Russian Mafia is no bed of 
roses. I’ve seen my share of evil the wrong men do, but I’ve 
also seen the good things. Grace is one of those, the best 
thing that could ever happen to me. From the first time I 
saw her, I knew it - but I wouldn’t admit it. I’ve finally met a 
woman to tame the wild man inside me, a curvaceous, blue- 
eyed all American dream of a girl. She’s smart too, maybe 
too smart? 


I try to forget her and leave her in peace, but when she 
comes snooping around. I have to stop her and find out 
more. I’ve never been afraid of anything before, but this 
beauty has brought me to my knees. My life is dangerous. 
I’ve only ever had to look after number one. 


And another thing, her dad used to be my best friend. 


Grace 


The first time I saw him, I was hooked. I was terrified. 
Afraid but intrigued by this tough vodka drinking Russian. I 
never guessed in my wildest dreams that he’d be interested 
in a girl like me. I mean he must be twice my age - he was 


dad’s best man at his wedding. He’s the sexiest, wildest 
looking man I’ve ever seen. When he looks at me, I can see 
the longing in his eyes, the passion in his soul as he 
undressed me with his eyes, and I needed to find out more. 


*My Dad's Russian Mafia Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


G race 


I can hear the surprise in Mom’s voice even through my 
closed bedroom door. 


I have mixed feelings about meeting my ‘Uncle Boris’, 
although he isn’t exactly my uncle and I’ve never met him 
before... well, not that I can remember. 


It feels so strange to be meeting a man I’ve heard so much 
about but never seen, apart from in a few old pictures. 


I’ve been watching the window for hours... waiting for the 
first glimpse of this crazy, Russian wild man I’ve heard so 
much about. 


He and my dad grew up in the same neighborhood and 
were the best of friends. Boris was even dad’s best man at 
his wedding...but then some family business sent him back 
to live in Russia. That was twenty-one years ago. 


I look at the square Polaroid in my hand, a tall well built, 
and I must admit ... ruggedly handsome man with long 


untamed auburn hair and a baby in his arms. It must have 
been taken over twenty-one years ago. 


That baby is me! 


At the sound of a bike turning up at the end of the road, I 
step back, suddenly feeling self conscious, but I don’t know 
why. He’s early... dad’s not even back from the office yet. 
The bike and rider come into view, a massive chrome and 
black monster, the rider dressed from head to toe in black 
leather, the dark visor of his black helmet hiding his 
features. 


For a moment, I’m transfixed as he pulls up outside the 
house, and moves his tightly clad leather butt across his 
bike and steps towards the house. I freeze as he takes off 
his helmet, a sigh escaping my lips as he shakes his hair 
free... that same long untamed auburn hair as in the 
photograph still tightly clutched in my hand. 


I just stare... open-mouthed, I’ve never seen anyone with so 
much presence... it’s kind of sexy. A curious shiver runs 
through me, making my whole body vibrate, and something 
like deja vu passes over me. Maybe it’s the old photograph, 
it’s so weird to see him after all this time... but perhaps it’s 
something else? 


As I step over to my dressing table, and I glance in the 
mirror... not knowing why but suddenly wanting to look my 
best for this familiar stranger. I bite at my full lips, bringing 
the red to the surface... tuck a wisp of blonde hair behind 
my ear and then untuck it again. 


What’s wrong with me? I have to keep reminding myself 
that it’s just dad’s long lost friend... he must be twice my 
age, so why am I feeling so... so nervous? 


I listen at the door as mom lets him in. 


“Hey Grace, are you coming down to say hello to Boris?” 
Mom calls upstairs nervously, and suddenly my heart is 
sprinting like Usain Bolt on speed. With one last look in the 
mirror, I open my bedroom door, my hands trembling with 
anticipation. This is ridiculous. I have to pull myself 
together. 


I creep downstairs, trying not to make a sound, prolonging 
the moment when I have to meet this guy face to face. My 
stomach’s already turning flip flops, and I almost turn 
around and head back to my room, but at that moment, the 
kitchen door opens. 


“There you are, Grace, now hurry down, come and say hello 
to Boris.” Mom gives me one of her looks, and I know that 
she’s not happy. Whenever dad mentions Boris, she always 
rolls her eyes, but I never really know why. She seems 
tense, on edge... she didn’t expect him to arrive before dad 
got home from the office. 


She stays at the door determined to see me into the 
kitchen. I have no choice and take a deep breath, tuck my 
hair behind my ear one more time, and step across the 
hallway and into the kitchen. 


Wow. I gulp in a mouthful of air as I see him for the first 
time. Boris fills the space... I mean, it’s a large kitchen... but 
this guy dominates the room. He’s standing over by the 
window as I walk through the door, holding a bottle of bud 
to his lips dwarfed by his massive hand. His eyes flick 
straight to mine more out of some primal instinct than in 
welcome, checking me out, the steely grey flint of his 
retinas deciding if I’m friend or foe. 


At that moment a cold flash of fear runs down my spine. 
This is not a guy you’d want to get on the wrong side 
of...and I can see why mom is concerned... but nevertheless 


he has a strange effect on me, and I feel a tingle pulsing 
through the hot spot between my thighs. 


Now I know what a rabbit feels like, caught in the path ofa 
deadly predator. I feel my knees start to buckle as his gaze 
continues, long and slow as he looks me up and down, as If 
I’m naked. I feel weak as if he is sapping all my energy, 
those intense eyes hypnotizing and leaving me in a state of 
suspended animation. 
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“Boris... this is Grace...” mom says, pushing me forward, 
and for a second, a look of surprise raises one of his 
eyebrows, while the rest of his face remains like a stone. 


He extends out a paw-like hand towards me. 
“Ah... Grace... you’ve grown.” 


His voice is thick and heavy... sexy, and I’m amazed at the 
gentleness of his touch for such a big man. His touch 
causing the blood to pound through my veins. 


He doesn’t look much different to the man in the old 
Polaroid, perhaps his hair is greying a little at his temples, 
but somehow he seems more attractive. I can hardly believe 
he’s the same age as my dad... he looks so fit... but I have to 
stop these thoughts. 


I feel my hand subconsciously playing with my hair, 
untucking the stray locks behind my ear, and allowing them 
to fall loosely around my neck and drift across my chest and 
into the deep cleft between my breasts. I feel his eyes 
following along the curve of my ample figure. I can’t help 
but notice the bulge at his crotch, the outline of his thick 
cock, and I have to look away... a deep blush burning into 
my cheeks. He’s my dad’s friend... I must be imagining all 
this. 


The sound of my dad’s car pulling into the drive shakes us 
both. I’d almost forgotten that mom was in the room with 
us. She gives me a look that I can’t interpret but smiles all 
the same, relieved that her man is home to protect her. 


Dad steps into the doorway, and Boris straightens up from 
where he’s slouched against the wall. The two men face 
each other like in a wild west shootout, and for a moment, I 
feel a slight tension prickle the air. 


“Boris!” My dad’s face breaks into a grin, and I see the 
glimmer of a smile under Boris’s frosty exterior. 


The atmosphere changes quickly as the two old friends hug, 
twenty-one years vanishing as if it were yesterday. Mom lets 
out a giant sigh of relief, her shoulders visibly dropping, and 
I just stand and watch feeling like a spare part. I must have 
been imagining things... A tough, sexy man like Boris would 
never look twice at a girl like me. 


“Hey, this is a celebration, what are you drinking? What has 
Monica offered you?” 


Dad laughs at the empty bottle of Bud in Boris’s hand. I’d 
swear he downed it in one gulp. 


“What are you thinking of, love?” he teases mom. “There’s 
only one drink for a Russian...eh, Boris?” 


“Don’t forget Boris has the bike?” I see mom send a 
warning, sideways glance to dad, and raise an eyebrow. I 
guess she’s been here before. 


“Oh, didn’t I mention. Boris is staying here tonight. I knew 
it wouldn’t be a problem... now, where did I put that bottle 
of vodka?” 


Mom carries on staring, her mouth pursed into a surprised 
little ‘O’ until she remembers Boris, standing by the window 


and makes an effort to smile. 


“Of course not, Illl just go and make up the spare room.” 
She scurries away as dad reaches up to the back of one of 
the kitchen cupboards and pulls down a dusty, almost full 
bottle of Russian vodka. 


“Now, this is more like it!” 


He grabs a couple of shot glasses that I’ve never seen used 
and starts to pour the clear liquid until it rims the edge of 
the glass. A small bead spills from the lip, and we all watch - 
transfixed as it slowly makes its way down the side of the 
glass and pools on the table below. 


Boris heaves a great sigh, as though disappointed with my 
dad’s bartending skills, and reaches for the small glass. He 
rubs a finger along the misplaced liquid and brings it to his 
lips. 


“Da,” the solitary word resonates like a prayer in his 
guttural tone as he licks his finger. I watch, spellbound, the 
act is so incredibly sexy that I feel I could come just 
watching him. How could he make such a simple act seem 
so... intimate? 


Raising his glass, he looks me straight in the eye. 
“Za zdarovie.” 


Boris knocks back the shot in one before holding out his 
glass for another while dad’s glass remains untouched and 
still on the table. 


“You’re not joining me?” he points to the untouched shot. 


“Remember when we used to drink the bottle in one night... 
maybe two?” 


Boris throws the comment as a challenge towards my dad, 
who stands scratching his head as if weighing up the pro’s 
and con’s of downing a whole bottle of vodka. 


“That was a long time ago, Boris... don’t think my liver 
could take it these days, but one or two won’t hurt.” 


Dad pours another measure into Boris’s empty glass before 
raising his glass. 


“Za zdarovie... cheers.” 


“What about your girl.. what about Grace?” Boris turns his 
eyes to me, and I can’t help but blush. 


“Well... I don’t think...” 


“She’s of age, it’s a celebration, no... it’s been a long time... 
too long?” He interrupts dad without taking his eyes off me. 


Reluctantly, dad pours another glass and hands it to me, as 
if asking me if I want one is out of the question. I wouldn’t 
say dad is frightened of Boris, but he sure doesn’t want to 
lose face in front of him. 


I take the glass and sniff the contents. It smells of nothing 
much, but I wrinkle my nose all the same. I’ve only ever 
drunk beer, and I don’t care much for a neat vodka. 


“Za zdarovie” 


Boris makes the toast again, and I lift the glass tentatively 
to my lips. 

“Za zdarovie,” I take a sip, the potent, hot liquid burning my 
throat, causing me to splutter. 


The Russian’s eyes narrow as if I’ve just assaulted his 
national pride. He almost growls at me “No, not like that. 
You need to drink the shot down in one go.” 


Who am I to argue? I look to dad for some kind of support, 
but getting none, I screw up my eyes and knock back the 
fiery liquid in one gulp. 


“Jeez!” the word is out of my mouth before I can stop it, 
gasping for breath and almost choking. When I come up for 
air, Boris is smiling down at me. 


“Now, my little Zayka, you are a woman... well, almost.” 


He gives me a wink, this six foot well built giant of a man, 
but then I see something else behind his eyes, deep and 
dangerous. The room’s already spinning, the alcohol 
surging into my bloodstream and making me giddy. His eyes 
remain on me, and I feel a slick of sweat prickle between 
my breasts. An image of Boris, his head nestled between my 
breasts, licking my damp skin, flits across my mind, and I 
catch the edge of the table for support as my knees start to 
give way. Is it the vodka, or is it Boris that’s having such an 
effect on me? 


I sit as Boris indicates to dad to pour me another. He looks 
uncomfortable, but he seems to be under the Russian's 
spell. Lucky for me, mom enters the kitchen having made 
up the spare bed, and immediately checks out the situation. 


“I think Grace has had enough, Boris. She’s not used to 
drinking. Besides, she has college tomorrow.” 


Mom makes me feel like a kid, but I’m kind of relieved to 
have an excuse to remove myself from Boris’s hot gaze. 


But it seems he has other ideas. 


“Let her sit, have another drink. It’s been twenty-one years. 
The last time I saw her, she was just a babe in my arms...I’d 
like to get acquainted all over again.” 


I feel the heat of his full gaze on me, but I don’t look at 
him... I’m blushing too much. Mom gives a nervous little 
laugh, and dad clears his throat but says nothing. 


“TIl put the kettle on for some tea, shall I?” I mumble, 
there’s no way I’m having another shot of vodka. 


“TI do it,” mom says, “ you sit.” I sit at the table while dad 
pours two more shots, and mom takes over making the tea. 
She’s not joining in either. 


Boris downs his vodka in one... at this rate, the bottle will 
soon be empty. I watch dad wince as he attempts the 
second shot. If he keeps this up, he’ll be under the table in 
no time, and I hear mom silently tsk as she places 
everything down for tea on the table. 


“Well, Grace. Do you have a boyfriend?” Boris sits down in 
the chair opposite with some difficulty, and I wonder how 
long it will support this giant of a man. His question is direct 
and catches me off-guard... ‘boyfriend’ is a sore point at the 
moment. It’s a long story. 


I open my mouth to speak, but mom dives in before I can 
even start to explain. 


“Grace doesn’t want a boyfriend, she’s too busy with her 
degree. There’s one boy she’s been having trouble with, he 
keeps hanging around, annoying her, but Grace has told 
him in no uncertain terms that she doesn’t want anything to 
do with him. 


Boris leans forward across the table, and I can smell the 
alcohol fumes on his breath. One strike of a match and he’d 
burst into flames. I feel his eyes bore into me, it makes me 
squirm, but there’s nowhere to hide. 


“That’s no good, Grace. If this boy is bothering you, then I’ll 
sort it... sort him out for you. Tell me?” 


It’s true. Marcus has been bothering me of late. He just 
doesn’t seem to take no for an answer. I wouldn’t say that 
he’s stalking me... well almost. He calls constantly, and 
every time I step out of the house, he seems to be there, 
waiting. I went out with him on one date until he tried to go 
too far- when I wasn’t ready for it... now I can’t seem to 
shake him and it’s started to give me the creeps. 


But I don’t like the way Boris is looking... as if he could 
actually kill someone. His eyes are cold slits, and I wonder 
what he actually does back in Russia. Marcus might be a 
pain in the backside, but I don’t think I would want Boris to 
‘sort him out.’ 


“Its nothing, really. It’s just this guy named Marcus. He’s 
been hanging around, and he doesn’t seem to get the hint, 
that’s all.” 


Boris slams his fist onto the table, causing the shot glasses 
to bounce. 


“It is something... this is not good. I will help you. I will 
make sure this Marcus never bothers you again.” 


“No, really...” I try to protest, but Boris holds up his hand to 
stop me. 


“Consider it done, there’s no need to thank me.” 
He picks up his glass and holds it out for another shot. 


My heart races, there’s something so physical, so 
overpowering about this man sitting across from me. It 
scares me, but at the same time, it’s exhilarating, exciting, 
and I shift uneasily under his gaze, not quite sure how to 
react. I can feel his eyes taking every part of me in, and it’s 
doing things to my body. My nipples feel like hard bullets, 
pushing against my t-shirt, and I feel his gaze drop for a 
second to admire my buxom curves. A shiver thrills down 


my spine, and my center aches. If a man can make me feel 
like this just by looking at me, then what is the rest of him 
capable of? 


Boris stands and walks towards my father, knocking back 
his third shot. This man must have an iron stomach. 


“Tell me what needs to be done, and I will see to it.” 


I see mom take a sharp intake of air as he pats dad on the 
chest, his mighty paw almost pushing dad back against the 
wall. 
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“Pm sure it’s not necessary...” she begins, but Boris holds 


up his hand once again. 


“Write his name and address down for me, and I will go and 
see him, and don’t worry. After I’ve spoken with this boy... 
you will have no more trouble.” 


I see mom staring at dad, wide-eyed as if she’s having some 
sort of attack.. It's like something out of a movie, 
unbelievable, and I try and imagine the look on Marcus’s 
face as he opens the door to Boris. 


“I think you’d better go and do your homework, dear. It’s 
getting late. Your father and I can discuss things with 
Boris.” 


I turn to go, eager to get away, but hear the scrape of 
Boris’s chair behind me. 


“Grace, don’t worry. I will protect you.” 
He holds out his hand, and I raise mine, tentatively. 


“T will protect you,” he bends his head and lightly touches 
my hand to his lips, and my stomach turns a somersault. 
What is it about this man that has me so flustered. 


I take my tea and head for my bedroom. I doubt if I’ll get 
much work done tonight. 


I have the feeling life will never be the same again with 
Boris around? 


CHAPTER TWO 


B oris 


The vodka bottle empties too quickly, but I see my old friend 
is not the drinker he once was. It’s not just Ed who’s 
changed though, being in the Russian mafia for over twenty 
years is bound to change a man. Where Ed looks like what 
he is, a middle-aged businessman, I’m as fit as ever. I have 
to be in my game, but having a physical presence isn’t 
everything these days. You need to be sharp, have your wits 
about you. 


But the girl, that woman, Grace. She’s something I hadn’t 
bargained on. Ed’s my best friend, or at least he was a long 
time ago... I’ve held his kid in my arms, but the moment she 
walked into the kitchen, my dick was so hard I had trouble 
sitting. God, she’s so hot... and I want her. Hell, she could 
be my daughter, I’m more than double her age, but I can’ 
help it. As soon as I saw her, those curvy hips and breasts 
with a tiny waist in-between... those big blue eyes and long 
blonde hair. She’s everything I’ve been looking for in a 
woman. 


Then there’s the issue with this Marcus guy. He’s probably 
just a pimply-faced asshole, but I don’t like men that give 
their unwanted attention to women. I see it as a form of 
abuse, and I won’t tolerate that. 


Okay, so my job might have changed over the years. There’s 
less physical violence, but if it’s needed then I won’t shy 
away from it. I’ve always put honor before money, and I'll 
always stand up for the little guy, the weak and the helpless, 
and in this case, Grace. 


Yes, I’ll help Grace, but I’ll also help myself. I can’t stop 
thinking about her, and the more vodka I drink, the more 
she gets inside my head. She wants a real man, not one of 
those soulless boys at college trying to get into her pants. I 
wonder if this Marcus creep has touched her? I curl up my 
fists at the thought. I could kill him with one punch if I 
wanted to. Grace deserves so much more than these boys 
could ever give her. I could see the passion burning in her 
eyes, her pert nipples hardening even as I looked at her. I 
could tell she wanted me, that I was affecting her, just as 
much as she was me. I imagine that tight little pussy getting 
nice and wet under my gaze. Hell, she couldn’t even look at 
me. 


By the time I say goodnight to Ed and Monica and head up 
to the guest room, I’m bursting, my balls on fire just aching 
to release their heavy load. As soon as I close the door 
behind me I push down my jeans, my thick hard cock in my 
hand and ready to explode. I look at the freshly made bed, 
the clean sheets, and realize that I can’t do it here, half 
pulling up my pants I move out of the room quickly into the 
bathroom in the hall and bolt the door behind me. 


I pull my cock out and explode all over the tiled wall, like 
some schoolboy. Fuck, I’ve never been in such a state, and I 
lean against the wall to catch my breath, as I imagine 


covering those magnificent breasts of hers with my spunk. 
There are a million and one filthy things I could do to that 
girl, sleeping just down the hall from where I’m jerking off. 


It’s going to be easy to sort out her little problem, but what 
about mine? What am I going to do about Grace? I should 
do nothing... I should stay away. I’m over twice her age, and 
what would Ed think? 


I can see her eyes, looking at me, filled with fear when I 
talked about sorting this guy out. She’s got nothing to fear 
from me, only this little shit causing her grief. She doesn’t 
have to be frightened of me. I’d never cause her harm or 
pain, not like that anyway... 


I’m over here on business... mafia business. Things are 
pretty hot for us at the moment, and I have to keep my wits 
about me. 


Maybe it’s the bad boy image that put that spark in her 
eye... I must be worlds away from those jerks she meets at 
college. I have to try and stop thinking about her. 


I clean up the bathroom and head back to my room. I’m 
almost inside when I hear her door creak open. I can’t 
resist, I’m so weak, and turn around. 


She stands there in the doorway, in a short, pink nightie. 
The light behind her showing every curve and detail of her 
body that she might as well be naked. Those perfectly ripe 
breasts, the dark patch between her legs. I feel my cock 
start to twitch, and I hold onto the door to stop myself from 
physically going over to her and taking her where she 
stands. 


“Oh!” she gasps in surprise, both fear and excitement 
lighting up those baby blues. 


I can’t help but stare at the goddess before me, my cock 
aching for her, but it’s no use. I have to go. 


“Don’t worry, Grace. I’ll sort out everything for you. You 
don’t need to worry. Sleep well.” 


I turn quickly and lock the door to my room, so I can’t 
change my mind. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


G race 


Boris has already left by the time I get up. It’s still early, and 
I’m surprised he’s gone when I see the empty vodka bottle 
in the trash... there’s no way dad could have drank that 
much. Mom and dad seem unusually quiet over breakfast, 
their bedroom is next to mine, and although they were 
speaking quietly last night, I could tell they were arguing 
about Boris. Mom was giving dad a hard time, letting him 
stay... drinking so much... I even heard my name 
mentioned, but I couldn’t make it out... although I’m sure, I 
can guess. Mom saw the way Boris was looking at me, and it 
made her uncomfortable. Maybe, she has the hots for him 
too? The thought makes me laugh out loud... the idea of my 
straight-laced mom fantasizing about someone like Boris. 


“What’s so funny?” Mom scowls at me. I can tell that she 
hasn’t had a good night. 


“Nothing, I was just thinking about last night and Boris, 
where is he?” 


“He’s gone,” mom snaps back. 


“Is he coming back?” 


Mom gives dad one of her looks. “No, your dad might meet 
up with him but he won’t be coming back here. He’s staying 
in one of those renovated warehouses, down by the river.” 


“What about Marcus?” 


Mom sniffs and nibbles on her toast. “Your dad told him 
there’s no need for any heavy stuff, just a talking to will be 
sufficient. I didn’t want him getting involved at all but he 
wouldn’t take no for an answer. Now, do you want any 
toast?” 


I can see mom doesn’t want to talk about Boris and slips 
back into silent mode. That suits me fine, I hardly slept and 
I suppress a yawn. I lay awake most of the night thinking 
about Boris, thinking about what that big man could do to 
me. A shiver runs down my spine at the thought and I blush 
hoping they don’t notice. I don’t mention that I saw him last 
night, standing there only in my nightdress. The way he 
looked at me...like a hungry animal ready to devour me. I 
can feel the dampness grow between my legs just thinking 
about it. Last night I had to pleasure myself, I was so wet 
that it didn’t take long to find my pleasure spot, rubbing it 
gently and imaging him filling my tight pussy with that thick 
cock of his. I’m so horny, and it’s only 8:30. I have to stop 
thinking these thoughts, I have to go to class. 


This crazy Russian is turning my brain into mush and I 
barely know him, but I’m curious to know more. 


Breakfast doesn't last long, and I set out in my clapped out 
old Honda for college. 


I’m daydreaming as I drive, half of me wondering what 
Boris will do to Marcus when he gets a hold of him, and the 
other half wondering what he will do to me... I mean, what 


he would do to me, given half the chance. I almost drive 
through a red light and stop just in time. It’s only then that I 
realize I’m off course, and instead of heading for school, I’m 
headed for the other end of town... the side where the river 
flows and where I know a particular Russian is living. 


Did I mean to drive this way, or was it one of those 
subconscious decisions? My desire for this half stranger is 
taking over my life. I should turn right back around and 
head for school, but I don’t, telling myself I’m just curious. 
Once I see where he lives, then I’ll turn back. 


I wonder if he’s thought about me at all since last night. I’m 
acting like a stupid kid, of course... it’s all in my 
imagination. Surely, if he liked me, he would have hung 
around this morning to see me, rather than shooting off at 
sunrise. 


My breathing is heavy as I turn into the warehouse 
complex, my heart pitter-pattering with anxiety. This used 
to be a run-down slum of a place, and now it’s one of the 
most desirable places to live for miles around. I coast 
around the waterfront, hoping to catch sight of his black 
and chrome bike. I circle once, and then twice, and with 
every passing second, I feel more like the ‘dumb blonde’ 
that I spend so much time trying to prove to people I’m not. 
This is ridiculous. His bike’s probably out of sight in a 
garage somewhere, that is ifhe is actually here. 


Still, I’m not a girl to quit too quickly, and I pull my car over 
and step out. There’s a hoody on the back seat and 
although it already promises to be a hot day I pull it on. 
With the hood up and wearing my sunglasses even if he 
does see me I hope he won’t recognize me. 


I start to walk around the block on foot, I can get much 
nearer and see things much better than in the car. I’m 


almost at the last converted warehouse when I see it, a 
giant black and chrome bike. Boris! 


There’s a security fence that goes right around the 
complex, and I head over, trying to get as close as I can, 
hoping for a glimpse of him. Then I have a crazy idea, I take 
out my phone and switch it to the photo setting, zooming 
onto the apartment windows to see if I can see him. 


I’m holding my camera steady, trying to focus when 
suddenly the hairs on the back of my neck start to prickle... 
there’s someone behind me, there’s no sound but I know 
they’re there. 


“Don’t move.” His voice is gruff, almost a growl, but it’s 
definitely him. 


How on earth am I going to explain this, being here? 
“What are you doing here?” 


I can feel the warmth of his breath on the back of my neck 
through my hoodie, his scent all around me, a hint of vodka 
mingled with the smell of leather and oil... it’s a heady mix. 
There’s another scent... something musky, almost animal in 
nature. 


He reaches for my arm, gripping it tightly and pulling it up 
my back. It hurts. 


“T said, what are you doing here?” 


I feel something hard and metallic poke into the space 
between my ribs, and I instinctively know it’s a gun. I stop 
breathing, and I freeze with fear, yet I have this hot 
throbbing between my legs. This is crazy, the man has a gun 
pointed at my back, and I’m turned on! My throat feels 
blocked, and I can hardly speak as his hand moves up my 
back, feeling every inch of me. 


His hand made its way down my spine and onto my butt, 
before spreading my legs and patting them down from my 
inner thigh right down to my ankle. I feel my body tense as 
his hand flicks over my crotch and back up towards my ass. 
My nipples are rock hard and strain against the flimsy 
material that covers them. 


Only when he’s satisfied that I’m not carrying a weapon, 
does he spin me around and remove my hood. 
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The gun held towards me lowers, as Boris stares at me in 
shock. 


“You little fool, what are you doing here? I could have killed 
you.” 


I swallow hard. I feel like such an idiot. 


Boris stares at me with cold, grey eyes, his hand still 
gripping my arm as he pulls me towards him. 


His body is flush against mine, his hips against my stomach. 
I feel something hard press against me, and this time it’s 
not his gun. This power play is turning him on. 


“You should go home, little girl, unless you want to play with 
the big boys?” 


There’s a glimmer in his eyes as he speaks, almost daring 
me to stand up to him, but I remain silent and stare back 
unblinking. 


For a moment, we’re in a deadlock, and all that’s between 
us is my thudding heart and his breath, sharp and short. 
His face fills the space in front of me as his eyes travel down 
to my lips, and for a moment, he leans in close and I swear 
he’s going to kiss me. 


I close my eyes in anticipation. 
“Go home, little girl.” 


His voice is barely a whisper as he releases my arm and 
walks off towards his place, leaving me humiliated and 
shaken, but aching for more. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


B oris 


Well, that was interesting. I don’t bother with the coffee I 
was just about to make and pour a neat shot of eighty 
percent proof vodka, the real stuff brought back from my 
homeland. 


So much for me trying to forget her, I mean what the hell 
was she doing here. I suppose it’s pretty obvious why but 
damn it these are dangerous times, and I could have shot 
her right there and then. I wonder what she thinks of me 
now. I’ve probably scared her half to death. Still, it’s a 
lesson she’s gotta learn. You can’t go around spying on 
people, not round here... half the Russian mafia own these 
places, the only ones that can afford them, that’s why I got 
such a good deal. 


The vodka hits the spot, but it doesn’t distract my mind 
from the hard length of my cock straining uncomfortably in 
my jeans. This girl has some effect on me, and even though 
she was shit-scared, I could tell she was turned on, those 
magnificent breasts so pert with the nipples erect and 
ready to be sucked. 


Damn it. I can’t get that picture out of my head. That firm 
round ass, her shapely thighs beneath my fingers... what I 
could do with a body like that. 


What am I thinking, she’s just a kid... probably a virgin. I’m 
not the man for her. I’d use and abuse that tight little pussy 
until she couldn’t think straight, and then what? I have a 
dangerous life, there’s no room for a woman, I’ve never 
wanted another woman bad enough...well, not until now. 
Maybe that’s why I want her so badly, she seems so pure, so 
untouched by a world that’s capable of so much evil. 


She’s awoken something in this stony old heart of mine, and 
to be honest it’s like opening up an old wound. I can do 
without the pain, the heartache of wanting someone so 
much. I am what I am, and there’s only one way forward for 
me, a dark and dangerous road, but she’s lit up my path 
even for a brief moment, and it’s enough to unsettle me. 


I must be strong, pull myself together. Grace has everything 
before her, she’s bright and beautiful. Hell, what have I got 
to offer, my mess of a life, sneaking along the underbelly of 
society that doesn’t give a shit whether I live or die. 


Maybe I’m ill, that’s it at a low ebb how else can I explain 
this feeling that’s growing by the second. This American 
idyll of family life that I suddenly crave, to be with her. 


Damn it. Damn her. 


I reach for the bottle and pour another glass. This is doing 
me no good. I need to keep active, need to keep my head 
clear. There are too many men out there that would take 
advantage of my weakened state. 


rl fulfill my promise of sorting out this Marcus kid, and 
then maybe Illl move on. If I’m not around...then I’ll not be 
able to see her and better still, she won’t be able to follow 


me. I have important business to see to, and I can’t afford 
too many distractions. 


I pull the piece of paper out of my pocket with the address 
of the boy bothering her. Just thinking about this creep 
makes my head buzz... I mean... what sort of weirdo stalks 
a woman? Not that I blame the guy, but it makes me see red 
all the same. I could kill him, it would be so easy with the 
mood I’m in, but he’s just a kid. I’ll scare the shit so far out 
of him that he’ll never get another hard-on again. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


G race 


I try and act as if nothing has changed, as if my whole world 
hasn’t just been turned on its head by a crazy Russian, but I 
guess I’m not that good an actress. 


“Are you okay?” my friend Ria asks as I find her in the 
college cafeteria. 


I shrug. “I’m fine. I just didn’t sleep well, that’s all.” 


Even as I’m speaking, I feel my cheeks coloring, and Ria 
knows me too well to put anything past her. 


“Right... are you going to tell me, or what?” She has this 
determined look on her face, and I know she won’t let up 
until I tell her all. 


“Ts it Marcus?” 
I laugh, nothing could be further from the truth. 


“So, if it’s not Marcus, then who else? It has to be a guy 
otherwise, your face wouldn’t be the color of a tomato.” 


My head is buzzing partly from lack of sleep, but I don’t feel 
tired. I’m still buzzing from my encounter with Boris. I 
mean what the hell was that all about, a gun for god’s sake? 
I always thought I had a pretty full life, but now it all pales 
in comparison with my experiences over the last 24 hours. 
Boris is dangerous, unpredictable, but he makes me feel 
alive, really alive. 


Ria stares at me, she won’t let this drop. 


“Honestly...it’s nothing. I mean...there’s no one, well, not 
really...” 


Ria has this way of weakening my resolve not to tell her 
everything. It's on the tip of my tongue to tell her when I 
spot him out of the corner of my eye staring at me. It’s 
Marcus. 


“Crap! Let’s go.” 


I pull Ria up and out of the dining hall. We don’t have a 
formal lecture, just study time, so I suggest a drive around. 
I feel cooped up and need to drive out somewhere... 
anywhere away from here and especially away from 
Marcus. 


There’s a note tucked into my windshield, and I recognize 
the handwriting right away, Marcus yet again. He must 
have left me hundreds of notes over the last month I’ve lost 
count and now it's getting kind of creepy. It's been this way 
ever since I told him we were no longer an item. I mean 
we’d only been on one date and that was one too many. 
That’s why I called it off between us. 


I pull the note out of the windshield and throw it onto the 
back seat. I don’t even bother to read them now. Ria gets 
into the passenger seat and reaches for the crumpled paper 
and starts to read it. 


“Wow, this is getting serious?” 

I look at her and ask. “What is?” 

She opens up the note for me to read. 
“Tf I can’t have you, then nobody can...” 


The words make me shiver...up until to now the notes have 
just been begging for another date, how much he wants me 
back etc. but this is getting sinister. I wonder what Boris 
might do to him, if anything, especially after my behavior 
this morning. 


Ria decides she wants me to drop her off at home. She has 
some reading to catch up on, and we have exams soon. 


“And I haven’t forgotten about this guy,” she laughs as she 
gets out of the car. “You have to tell me everything when I 
next see you.” 


I’m smiling as I pull away, but it doesn’t last for long. My 
phone pings as an incoming text lights up my phone. I can 
see the screen from where I’m sitting. 


I’m coming for you. 
It’s from Marcus. 


This is getting ridiculous. I need something done about 
Marcus and fast. Mom wanted me to go to the police, but I 
honestly didn’t think it would get this far. Besides, I’m not 
sure they would take Marcus seriously. Rumor has it that 
the local police are in his dad’s pocket. There’s only one 
man that can sort this out, a dangerous Russian mafioso. I 
swing the car around and head back for the river... I can 
only pray it’s the right thing to do, and that I’m not jumping 
straight out of a frying pan into a blazing inferno. 


CHAPTER SIX 


B oris 


I’m catching up on business, contacting my Bratva boss to 
see what the situation is back home. I have to be careful, 
even in this place. Still, my life’s taught me all about being 
careful, you can never be overly cautious. I step outside and 
walk down to the riverside to a desolate spot before making 
the call. It’s all in code of course and to anyone listening in 
it sounds just like a regular call. It’s short and sweet to keep 
us under the Feds radar, and when finished, I pull out the 
pay as you go sim and throw it into the river. I’ll dispose of 
the phone later... Jeave no trace is like a holy mantra to me. 


I’m heading back inside when I see a familiar car drive into 
the compound. Its Grace. Shit, I thought I had scared her 
away. 


“What are you doing back here?” 


I’m as angry as hell, partly because I’d just managed not to 
think about her for five whole minutes. 


She jumps as I walk towards her, like a scared lamb. 


“Well?” I growl at her. 
“T came back for your help?” 


She’s crazier than I thought. I can’t stand here, arguing, 
bringing attention to myself. 


“Come with me.” 


She looks up at me, and even though I’m putting on my best 
tough guy act, I see hope as well as fear in those baby blue 
eyes. It’s a sexy mix, and I feel my cock start to throb in 
response. 


Grabbing her arm, I pull her to me. I feel the warmth and 
softness of her skin against mine. I breathe in deeply, and 
she smells like spring - hell - this is no time to be getting 
soft. I push her in front of me and frog march her towards 
the condo. I don’t like the feelings she stirs within me. I’m 
tough... a killer... I’ve seen things a man ought never to 
see... but this is something else... she’s blowing my mind. 


I’m angry not at her but at myself, but I try not to let it 
show. She's half afraid of me as it is, and somehow, I don’t 
want her to be. 


Trust no one is another holy mantra, so why am I letting her 
into my world... under my skin? 


I take her into the living room. It’s sparsely yet expensively 
furnished, and I push her into one of the plush leather 
chairs. She sinks in, her eyes wide, looking around the room 
hoping for a glimpse...of what, of me? There’s nothing here 
that’s personal. Like I said, leave no trace. 


She looks up at me like a frightened kitten, and I feel 
protective and turned on all at the same time. Her world is 
so different to mine. She doesn’t know the half of it. 


No matter how hard I’ve tried, this girl keeps coming back 
to me, surely it’s fate but I don’t believe in fate, you make 
your own path in this life. 


“Well..?” 


She looks down at her hands before gazing back up at me, 
looking me straight in the eye. 


“It’s Marcus, he’s at it again... only this time it seems worse. 
He scares me.” 


And I don’t? Maybe I’m losing my edge... 


She’s got my attention though. Just the sound of that jerk's 
name makes my blood boil. 


“How worse?” 


Grace pulls a crumpled up note out of her pocket and hands 
it to me. 


“And I got this text from him.” 


I read both, feeling anger curl my hands into fists. This kid 
is some jerk, a creep of the first order. 


I have to do something about this and soon. 


“I shouldn’t have let this happened. I promised you, your 
dad...” 


“But you only found out last night?” she says, already 
making excuses for me but I don’t need any. I should have 
stopped this guy in his tracks this morning. Anything could 
have happened. You never know with freaks like this believe 
me, I’ve seen them all. The more innocent they look the 
more trouble they are. 


Just like Grace. 


My phone starts ringing in the office, it's lousy timing, but 
I’d better get it, it could be important. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


G race 


Boris seems to be gone for a long time and curiosity gets 
the better of me, I stand and walk to the doorway to see 
where he is. I can hear his voice, low and gruff somehow 
echoey, talking to someone on his cell phone. I follow the 
direction of his voice down a long corridor that takes me to 
the back of the place. I pause at an open doorway 
wondering if I should enter. My palms are sweating, and my 
heart is running a marathon, but what the heck I’ve come 
this far, and I’m intrigued to find out a bit more about this 
Russian. 


At first, I wonder if I’ve walked into a garage, then I realize 
it's part of the original warehouse that’s not converted into 
real-estate. It must still be used for its original purpose 
judging by the rows of shipping containers. I mean, this 
place is vast. 


I walk down the rows, trying to read the shipment papers 
attached to the sides, but they’re all in Russian. A cold 
shiver runs down my spine as I feel a hand on my shoulder. 


“What are you doing, Grace?” 


His voice causes me to freeze, not daring to turn and look at 
him. My legs are shaking, and I’m not sure if it’s fear or 
something else. 


Before I can find my voice, his hand spins me around and 
pushes me against one of the containers. At first I think he’s 
angry at me for snooping around, but then I see the look in 
his eyes, it’s not anger it’s pure lust, like the eyes of some 
wild animal finally cornering its prey. 


“T was just curious...” I add rather limply. 


His finger moves up to remove a stray lock of blonde hair 
from my eyes, and I feel a slight tremble in his touch as he 
gently brushes my cheek. He’s panting, but not with 
exertion, and I can feel his passion ripping through his body 
as if he’s trying to hold back. As his hips collide with mine, I 
feel the extent of his arousal, his hard thick cock pushing 
against me. 


Then suddenly, his lips are crushing against mine as if he’s 
about to eat me alive, and I can hardly breathe as he sucks 
away the air, and I’m left gasping as he pulls away. 


“You know what curiosity does?” he growls before picking 
me up in his arms as if I’m no weight at all. Taking me back 
through to the lounge, he throws me onto the plush leather 
couch. 


“Take off your clothes. I want to see you,” he growls, his lust 
breaking free. 


He stands and stares at me, his eyes like black beads, and I 
know I can’t refuse this man. I don’t want to refuse him, 
even though I’m scared of what he’s capable of. I know he 
won't hurt me. 


I start to unzip my jeans, my eyes never leaving his. I’ve 
never been naked in front of a man, but this is no time to be 
shy. I work the waistband of my pants down over my hips 
and wriggle them down to my ankles before kicking them 
off along with my shoes. 


“Now, take off your top, I want to see those magnificent 
breasts,” he orders. 


I sit up and start to unbutton my blouse as Boris walks 
towards me. I can see the outline of his cock pressing hard 
against his jeans, and I feel the dampness in my panties as I 
imagine his length inside me. 


I take off my blouse as he stands In front of me, his crotch 
level with my face. 


“Now, undo my zipper.” 


I reach forward. It’s incredible to think how readily I react 
to his commands, but it’s such a turn on being told what to 
do by such a man. 


His cock springs out like a giant throbbing snake sticky with 
precome. I need two hands to handle this monster, and I 
grab his width and gently work my fingers down his shaft. 


“Damn, ah!” Boris throws his head back and pulls such a 
face that I don’t know whether he’s in heaven or hell, 
maybe a little of both. 


“Fuck, that’s so good,” he pants as I slowly work up and 
down his shaft, pumping him like a piston until his hand 
reaches forward for me to stop. 


“Now, let me see them breasts of yours.” He reaches 
around me and unhooks my bra in one swoop, my breasts 
bouncing free, nipples alert. 


“God, you're magnificent,” he says, rolling one of my nipples 
between his fingers until I can hardly bear it. 


“Please...” I whisper, not knowing if I want him to stop or 
carry on. 


“You like it, pleasure and pain. It’s the only way.” 


He pushes me back onto the couch, his mouth already 
suckling on one nipple before moving to the next, his hand 
pawing and squeezing the flesh as he sucks and bites into 
my ample bosom. It’s so intense. I writhe against him, and a 
loud groan escapes my lips, which only seems to spur him 
on. Then he stops, only to straddle me, and push his cock 
between my breasts, both hands squeezing as he thrusts his 
rock hard flesh between them. 


He groans, his pleasure mounting as he grinds against my 
breasts. I think he’s going to come, but he pulls up sharp, a 
sheen of sweat glistening across his face. 


“Now turn around, I want to see that delicious ass of yours 
up in the air.” 


I do as he says, and as soon as I’m in position, he hooks his 
fingers around my panties and pulls them right down to my 
ankles. I’ve never felt so exposed. 


I feel him staring between my legs as his hand comes down 
to massage my ass cheeks. I feel a rush of cold air hit my 
pussy as he pulls my cheeks apart, opening me up further 
for inspection, before stroking one finger down into my 
wetness. 


“You’re so wet... so ready for me,” he pants, and I feel one 
finger, followed by another pushed roughly inside my wet 
hole, spreading my tight walls wide open. 


He starts to finger me, and I gasp as his digits reach further 
and further inside me. As his fingers find a rhythm, I feel his 
cock grinding against me, his shaft slippery with precome 
as it slides between his stomach and my ass. His thumb 
finds my swollen bud, and I can’t hold back, a wave of 
pleasure so intense that it almost blinds me washes over 
me. I grasp at his back and feel the rugged outline of scars, 
and I wonder what happened to him. I feel my juices 
dripping against his fingers as he shoots his load across my 
back, a hot sticky mass of spunk that shoots against me. 


I flop, totally spent back onto the sofa, and turn to Boris, 
still standing over me. He just stands and stares at me, as if 
I’m some alien creature, before bending down and planting 
a kiss on the top of my head. It’s such a gentle kiss from this 
tough guy that it takes me by surprise, and I feel my eyes 
prick with tears, my emotions all over the place. I see 
something in his eyes, something tender. 


Something amazing just happened, and I don’t think either 
of us can believe it. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


B oris 


It’s hard to leave her, but there’s a job I need to finish today. 


I need to find the little shit that’s creeping her out and put 
an end to his terror. 


If something needs doing, then I like to handle it myself that 
way I know the jobs done well. Trust no one another mantra 
that’s kept me alive this long. That’s another thing, I’ve 
never had to worry about anyone else, it’s always just been 
me. Now I have Grace to think about... it’s a foreign 
emotion. I never used to look to the future, in my line of 
work. I could be dead tomorrow so there’s no use in making 
out a pension plan. Not that I haven’t been putting a bit 
aside for a rainy day, there’s a large deposit in a Swiss Bank 
account just waiting for me but it’s not all about money. 


It’s too late for me, I know too much and have seen too 
much, enough to bring down governments. You can never 
walk away from this line of work...well, not walk away and 
live. And I’ve never had any reason to stay alive, until now. 


I arrive at the address scribbled on the paper. I’m 
surprised, it’s a large house the kind with security gates. 
This guy's family must be pretty wealthy. Not that security 
measures have ever stopped me before, but I’m going to try 
the legitimate way, if that fails then it’s all downhill after 
that. 


I stop my bike at the gates and press the intercom, and 
hear it buzzing. After a few moments, it crackles to life. 


“Can I help you?” The voice doesn’t sound too friendly. 
“I’m here to speak with Marcus De Luca.” 

“Is he expecting you?” 

“No, but I need to speak to him on urgent business.” 
“What business?” 

I sigh... this is getting tedious. 

“I need to speak to Marcus about Grace Johnson.” 


There’s a pause... a muffled conversation, and what sounds 
like suppressed laughter. 


“Well..2” I can feel a knot of anger start to grip my 
stomach, I need to stay calm, but I’m not the patient type. 


“Wait, l'll have to see where he is.” 


I thrum my fingers on the handlebars of my bike, trying to 
get rid of some tension. I can’t let myself get too wound up, 
that will only spell trouble. 


“Hello, who is this?” 


Another voice crackles down the intercom, this time, it’s 
abrupt, angry almost. I guess it’s Mr. De Luca. 


“T want to speak to Marcus, it’s a private matter.” 


“And you are?” the voice booms back. I hear a whirring 
above me and notice the surveillance camera in the tree’s, 
shit. I didn’t notice that. 


“I’m here about Grace Johnson, your son’s been harassing 
her, threatening her. I’m here to tell him to back off.” 


There’s a pause, and all I can hear is heavy breathing at the 
other end. 


“I know who you are, Mr. Bykov, we need no introductions. 
Now, I'll give you precisely one minute to get out of here, or 
Pl call the police.” 


Fuck. I’m speechless, who is this guy, and how the hell does 
he know my name. I can’t hang around to find out, he 
probably has the local cops in his back pocket. 


I rev up the engine, kicking up dirt as my back wheel spins. 
I’m going, but this is by no means over. 


My adrenalin’s pumping and I feel as high as a kite by the 
time I reach home. I need to find out who the hell this guy 
De Luca is. I could be in deep shit, not only putting myself in 
danger, but putting my whole operation in jeopardy. 


Grace is sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee, her long 
blonde hair still wet from a recent shower. She looks up at 
me, those big-blue eyes piercing my heart. I feel my cock 
twitch but this is not the time. 


“Who is he, this De Luca?” I demand. 

Her eyes widen. I need to calm down, this isn’t her fault. 
“Marcus... he’s just a boy at college... I-” 

“Not Marcus, his father?” 


Grace wrinkles her perfect brow. 


“I dunno, some kind of businessman, I guess?” 
“What kind of business?” 

“T don’t know... look, why is this so important?” 
I walk over and hold her head in my hands. 


“Because my life is probably in danger and if I’m in danger 
then so are you. Now, tell me what you know?” 


I see the fear in her eyes, the tears shimmering but she 
blinks them away. I hate to be so brutal but I can’t dress 
this up. I plant a kiss on her mouth, her sweet honeyed lips. 


“This is important, Grace. What do you know about Mr. De 
Luca?” 
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“Nothing really...” she starts, “there are a few rumors 


though.” 
“What rumors?” 


“Well, Jo De Luca has several businesses across town, but 
some people say that they're just a cover...” 


“A cover for what?” 
“Drugs.” 


Now it’s all starting to make sense. We already know a drug 
cartel is operating in this area, causing us a few headaches 
over the last couple of years. If we know about them then 
they must know all about us. Why didn’t I recognize the 
name...they’ve been clever, very clever. 


“Come with me.” 


Grabbing her hand, I pull her towards my office. It’s against 
all my principles to let her see this part of my life but she’s 
in this as deep as I am. She deserves to know the truth. 


She stares in amazement at the setup. I have numerous 
laptops, tracking, and surveillance equipment, phones, and 
radio transmitters, all blinking their lights and keeping an 
eye on the outside world, or at least the underbelly. 


“What is all this?” 


I don’t answer, but pull her onto my knee, trying not to 
think of her shapely ass against my crotch. 


“This, will tell us who exactly our Mr. De Luca is.” 


I access my organization's database and type in a few 
details. Within seconds, a hazy black and white photo is on 
the screen. It was taken by our internal surveillance team, a 
man died getting this information. It’s a few years old but 
it’s the best we have. 


“Joey The Clown Costello,” I read from the screen. “Is this 
our Mr. De Luca?” 


Grace peers at the screen. “Yes, that’s him. I’m sure, but I 
don’t understand?” 


I shake my head, this is unbelievable. 


“Forget the name, Joey The Clown Costello is a dangerous 
man. He’s been giving my organization the runaround for a 
good few years, but we’ve never been able to get a positive 
ID on him, they’ve been too clever. That’s one of the reasons 
I’m over here, to find him...” 


She turns to face me. “What is it exactly that your 
organization does?” 


Those eyes are so pure, so naive. I can’t tell her just yet. 


“Tve told you enough information for now. I have to think 
over our next steps and keep us alive.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


G race 


Its the second time I’ve woken up in Boris’s bed. He 
warned me last night that it's too dangerous for me to go 
home. He wants me where he can see me, by his side to 
keep me safe, so I phoned home and told mom that I’m 
staying over with Ria for the weekend. I do it from time to 
time, so she won’t think there’s anything strange in that. 


I must have fallen straight to sleep, the events and 
excitement of yesterday must have worn me out that I don’t 
even remember coming to bed. Boris must have carried me 
here. 


I sit up, just as he walks into the room, wearing only his 
boxer shorts. His body is rugged yet beautiful. I see the full 
extent of the scars I felt yesterday, confirming the little I 
know about him. He lives in a hard and dangerous world. 
He’s so fit... perfect abs, firm glutes and shoulders so broad 
that I feel protected just by looking at him. But he has some 
dangerous enemies, Marcus’s dad being one of them. 


“Hey, sleeping beauty awakens at last.” 


I expect him to climb into bed next to me if the hard rod of 
his cock is anything to go by, but instead he reaches out a 
hand to pull me up. 


“Don’t I even get a kiss?” I protest 


He laughs seeing me eyeing his crotch, and kisses the top of 
my forehead. 


“Later, we have work to do.” 


I shower quickly, and by the time I’ve dressed, Boris has 
already made breakfast eggs, toast, juice and coffee. I 
never expected him to be the domesticated type. 


“Eat up, we have a long day ahead of us.” 


I don’t ask any questions. I don’t expect any answers, but I 
do as instructed. Before we leave the apartment, he hands 
me a black motorcycle helmet. 


“To protect your pretty little head,” he says, flashing me a 
smile. It’s a copy of his but smaller. It smells new, he must 
have been out early to buy it, and a quick shiver of pleasure 
runs through me, it’s not exactly romantic but it’s the first 
thing that he’s ever bought me. It sounds ridiculous but it 
makes me feel like Boris is taking me seriously, almost like 
we’re a real couple. 


I climb onto the back of the bike, it’s bigger than I imagined 
so high up, and I place my hands around his waist for safety 
as he revs up the engine and we take off. 


It’s exhilarating racing through the streets behind Boris 
almost like flying. The warm air rushes past my face as we 
ride away from the city, leaving behind the smog and lines 
of cars. Out here, it’s just Boris and me, and it feels safe. 


I can’t help noticing the thrum of the engine vibrating 
between my legs, and it’s a real turn on, and my mind 


settles on the previous day's activities, imagining his thick 
cock inside me. 


I lose track of time in my daydreams, but when I look up, I 
see that we’re riding the freeway down the edge of the 
Everglades National Park and towards Key Largo. We stop 
in one of the quieter places by the water, a little off the 
beaten track disturbing a flock of geese, and sending them 
noisily over our heads and into the sky. The view is 
breathtaking, and I wonder how Boris knows about such a 
spot. 


“T used to come here as a kid,” he says as if reading my 
thoughts, a far off look in his eye. It’s hard to imagine Boris 
being just a kid, as if he came into the world as I see him 
now, complete with a biker jacket and boots. 


He seems different out here, as if nature has a soothing 
effect on his soul. 


He lifts me down like a doll from the back of the bike, and it 
feels good to stretch my legs. 


“Do you want to go for a boat ride?” he asks, his arms still 
around my waist. 


I laugh and raise an eyebrow “Are you serious, we’re in the 
middle of nowhere.” 


“Ah, but I know a man,” Boris taps his nose, leading me 
down a rough track through a dense patch of trees until we 
reach a wooden shack. 


“Wait here.” 


I stand in the trees watching Boris cross over a wooden 
walkway that covers a patch of swampy ground. I guess 
that we’re not too far from the lake. He knocks on the door 
and stands well back. All is silent for a moment, then I hear 


a creak and groaning sound as the door of the wooden hut 
swings open. 


“Who the hell’s there?” 


A voice calls out as the end of a double-barreled shotgun 
pokes through the doorway. 


“Don’t shoot, Al. It’s me, Boris.” 


More silence follows until an ancient-looking white-haired 
man pops his head around the door and screws his eyes 
toward Boris. 


“Boris?” 
“Yes, Al, it’s me. Don’t shoot.” 


Boris steps forward, and the two men hug. Al must be at 
least eighty or even older. 


“Hey, Grace, come and say hello. You’ve heard of Crocodile 
Dundee well this is crocodile Al, we go back a long way.” 


I step out of the shadows and cross the walkway as Al holds 
out his hand. 


Al nudges Boris playfully in the ribs and gives him the 
thumbs up at the sight of me, and I feel quite honored to 
get the seal of approval from the old man. 


“We were wondering if you’d take us out to the islands?” 
Boris slaps the old man across the shoulders who barely 
comes up to his chest. 


“T thought you might,” Al nods and smiles and then laughs 
with Boris as if they’re sharing an old joke. “C’mon, we'll go 
and fire up old Bess.” 


Old Bess turns out to be a rusting old motorboat that 
doesn’t look too watertight. 


“Don’t worry,” Boris grins, “she’s watertight. I wouldn’t put 
you in any danger.” 


Al goes back into his shack and brings out a life-jacket, just 
the one and only for me. 


“Better to be safe than sorry, don’t want you eaten by a 
croc.” Boris winks as he ties it around my body. 


I wonder if he’s joking and stare out at the marshy waters. 
I’m sure I see a pair of eyes watching me just skimming the 
surface of the water. 


“You mean there really are crocodiles out there?” 


Boris laughs at my expression. “Don’t worry, you'll be safe 
with me,” he hugs me tight before fetching a package from 
one of his panniers. 


“Lunch,” he smiles, “And don’t worry, Al I’ve packed enough 
for three.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


B oris 


We have a perfect afternoon exploring the islands. I used to 
come here as a kid, and have known AI since then. He kind 
of looks after this place, it’s a haven for nature, birds, fish, 
and the crocs. I used to bunk off school when I was young, 
but Al gave me all the education I needed. 


I got my appreciation of nature from Al, which might not go 
with my image, but I respect all god’s creatures, it’s only 
the vile underbelly of humanity I have a grudge against. 
Even out here, in this idyllic spot there are poachers, some 
scumbags would do anything for money and crocodile skin 
is valuable. 


I like to think that it looks better on the croc than a fashion 
item and it’s one of the things that really makes my blood 
boil. When I was a boy, this whole place was teeming with 
them, now Al tells me there’s only a couple of thousand left. 
Of course, Al does some work for me, keeps his ear to the 
ground, no one ever suspects an old man and despite his 
age nothing gets past Al. 


Al wasn’t just an afterthought. I wanted him with me today, 
with us, to stop me from going too far with Grace. Not that I 
don’t have any self-control, but she brings out the beast in 
me. I can’t imagine what I might have got up to out in the 
long grass if Al hadn't been there. I have something 
important to ask Grace, and until I have her answer. I must 
wait. 


We leave the lake at sunset, the skies ablaze as we head for 
home. It’s good to feel her heat behind me, her hands 
clutching tightly around my waist. We could travel the 
world like this, free to do as we like. But I have to be 
realistic, the world’s a small place, and they would track me 
down wherever we went. I have to think this through. 


“Are you hungry?” I shout above the roar of the engine, and 
she squeezes me tighter in response. Good, there’s a little 
place I know, and it will give me the perfect opportunity for 
my question. 


I turn onto a road, just off the freeway. The place doesn’t 
look like much from the outside but it’s probably the most 
famous Spanish restaurant outside of Spain. It’s Saturday 
night and there’s already a line forming outside. Luckily I 
know the owner, Carlos, and he owes me a favor, and we’re 
quickly shown to a quiet table at the back of the restaurant. 


“T’ve never eaten here before but I’ve read the reviews and 
have always wanted to come.” Grace looks suitably 
impressed, and I realize that I want to give her everything 
she wants, my woman deserves the best of everything. 


I pull out a chair for Grace, before sitting with my back to 
the wall. Nowhere is entirely safe, and I like to keep my 
eyes on the entrances and the exits. 


Once I’ve staked the place out, I nod to Carlos. I don’t need 
to see the menu. He knows what I like, and he proceeds to 


bring plate after plate of delicious Spanish tapas. 


“The prawns are especially good and the chorizo is the best 
from Spain.” I pile up her plate with my favorite food and 
watch her eyes light up as she eats. 


“T like a woman with a good appetite,” I smile as she wolfs it 
down, and I hand her a napkin to wipe her lips. 


We polish the tapas off in no time at all, and Carlos brings 
over the list of desserts. 


“What are you having?” she eyes me cheekily over the 
menu. 


“T hear the chocolate chili desserts are better than sex.” 
She eyes me warily. “I wouldn’t know.” 


I smile, it brings me back to the reason I brought her 
here...and not just to eat. 


I order one chocolate dessert and two coffees, and as 
Carlos walks away, I reach for her hand. 


“Only one dessert?” she raises an eyebrow. 


“Don’t worry, it’s all for you. I have to keep trim and stay 
away from the sweet stuff. I can’t afford to get flabby in my 
job.” 


Her expression changes, suddenly serious. 
“What is exactly your job, Boris?” 
I open my mouth... where exactly do I begin? 


“There are things I need to tell you about me, things I 
should never share with anyone. If I tell you, it can never be 
undone, and you must realize that once you have this 
knowledge, your life will never be the same again. I live ina 


dangerous world, Grace, and if I tell you all about me then 
you will have to stay with me forever, so I can protect you.” 


She looks at me with solemn eyes. 
“Forever?” 


I nod. “Yes. If you want to be in my life, then there is only 
one way.” I stroke the fourth finger on her left hand. 


“Y-you mean marriage...?” she stutters. 


The word sticks in her mouth, and for a moment, she is 
unable to speak. 


“Is marriage to me such a bad thing?” 


Suddenly she’s like a rabbit, caught in the headlights, and I 
can see that my question has made her uncomfortable. 


“Perhaps we should go?” 


I rise from the table, not wanting to prolong her agony, and 
I can tell her mind is working overtime. 


“It’s just so sudden, Boris. I mean I hardly know you, you 
hardly know me...” 


I’ve heard enough and help Grace to her feet, “C’mon, it’s 
time to go.” 


I drive faster than I want to back into town, but I need to be 
alone for a while, when in doubt don’t act, assess your 
current situation and replan. That’s how I live my life. Grace 
would just be a distraction at the moment, and that’s 
dangerous for both of us. 


I pull up at the warehouse, at the side of her car, just where 
She left it. 


“You'd better be getting back home?” I want to kiss her, but 
one touch and I might not want to stop, I might not let her 


go. 
I see the confusion in her eyes, it’s been a strange day. 


“What’s happened, what have I said, surely you're not 
angry with me just because I’m not ready to accept your 
proposal of marriage?” 


The words come out as almost a hiss... she’s angry with me 
and who can blame her. 


“You'd better go, Grace... it’s getting late.” 

“T thought you said it was dangerous?” 

“There’s more danger for you here than going back home.” 
She stands sulking. 

“Look, I’ll call you tomorrow. Okay?” 

Grace stamps her foot. I like a feisty woman. 


“No, it’s not okay. You can’t just go cold on me after all 
we’ve done... But if that’s how you feel I never want to see 
you again...” 


I need to get inside, need to think. I shrug and smile. 
“Well, if that’s how you want it?” 


I smile and turn before I change my mind, not trusting 
myself. I hate to see her so upset, but I need some time. 


As I reach my door, I turn around, and she’s just standing 
there, staring, boring a hole right into my heart with her 
beautiful angry eyes. 


I close the door, and she’s out of sight. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


G race 


I’m as mad as hell.. I mean, what is going on? Is Boris 
seriously trying to mess with my head? The day started so 
well.. I was just beginning to see a different side of him, a 
gentle more human side when this happens. What did I do? 
What did I say? I mean, the proposal came out of nowhere, 
was I supposed to agree and marry a man I hardly know 
with a possible criminal background....even though every 
time I see him my heart flutters in my chest. 


I rush straight upstairs and run a hot bath, something I 
always do when I’m upset. It’s only then I allow myself to 
cry and think about Boris and everything that’s happened 
over the last few days. I didn’t think I could fall so deeply 
and so quickly for one man, but Boris is so unlike anyone 
I’ve ever met. 


If he’s talking about marriage, then he has to be serious, 
but why the rush? He wanted to tell me more about his life, 
something important, but what? I have this sinking feeling 
that Boris might have other motives. I mean, what if he 
wants to use marriage as some sort of cover for his 


activities, a bit like Jo De Luca, respectable business/family 
man or dangerous gangster. It all sounds so far-fetched that 
I can hardly think straight. 


I have an early night luckily, mom and dad are out, and 
can’t ask me too many questions about what I’ve been 
doing. I just lay there and stare at the ceiling, listening to 
the rain that’s just started. Will I ever see him again? 


I wake with the light the next day, it’s still early, but the 
rains stopped, and it looks like it's going to be another 
beautiful morning. 


Then I remember last night and my heart sinks. Boris. I 
wonder if I should call him. I switch on the TV to distract 
myself, thumbing through the channels not taking much 
notice, the weather, some celebrity divorce, and more 
weather. I’m about to switch it off when a local news 
bulletin flashes on the screen, there’s been some car 
accident just off the freeway, near Key Largo. They show 
some footage of a mangled car half in a swamp, and my 
heart skips a beat, it’s the same make as Marcus’s car. 


My thoughts turn to Boris. What exactly was he doing last 
night, and is this the reason why he wanted to get me out of 
the way so quickly, why he said it would be safer for me at 
home? 


I feel sick. Maybe I’ve got this all wrong. Perhaps it’s not 
Marcus’s car. The reporter says that a body has been 
removed from the wreckage, but not yet identified. 


I flick off the television, it’s silly, my imagination is working 
overtime. What on earth would Marcus be doing out there 
anyway? It’s a popular make of car, it could be anyone. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


B oris 


I watch Grace drive away. It’s a relief, part of me wants her 
here with me for good, but the other part of me knows that 
things need to be sorted to keep her safe. Best to keep a 
cool head. 


An urgent message is waiting for me. I’ve been putting 
feelers out ever since I got here and now I have the 
information I need. It confirms the suspicions I’ve had from 
the start. 


Now I need to act. 


I make a few phone calls, and when the time’s right, I head 
out on my bike to a bar just out of town. It's a seedy joint 
but has connections to my organization. I don’t care for it 
much, strippers and drugs, but it comes in handy to have a 
place like this. You don’t know who might walk through the 
door. 


Although, I do know who will be here tonight. One Marcus 
De Luca. 


I spot him as soon as I walk in, a stripper in his lap, and 
already fueled with booze and coke and I don’t mean the 
fizzy stuff that comes in cans. 


I nod to the barman who knows what to do, his next shot 
will be laced with enough doxepin to knock out an elephant. 
It doesn’t take long for my plan to work, and soon he’s 
slumped across the bar. That was too easy, like taking candy 
from a kid. I can’t believe this guy doesn't have any security 
but I guess that comes from being too cock-sure, too smug 
with having a dad that rules this town. Well, that’s all about 
to change. 


With the help of one of the bouncers, a brooding Russian 
named Max, we assist Marcus into his car, throwing him in 
the back seat...he isn’t going to cause any trouble in the 
state he’s in. There are no security cameras here, like I 
said, leave no trace. Before I go, I hand a plain envelope to 
Max. Nothing comes free in this life and a thousand dollars 
is nothing compared to getting this De Luca prick out of the 
way. 


“See you later, Max,” and he nods. He doesn’t know 
everything about my plan but he has a good idea. 


I drive back down to Key Largo a little past where Ed lives. 
We had a good talk earlier, and I found out where the crocs 
gather at night. De Luca is still flat-out on the back seat, 
this is going to be too easy. I find the spot just off the 
freeway, a quiet spot that runs along the side of the 
mangrove swamps. There’s a blind bend, a dangerous spot, 
especially for somebody driving under the influence of 
drugs and alcohol. I park up and pull Marcus out of the 
back seat and into the front, flopping him over the steering 
wheel. I make sure all the windows are down before I start 
the car and steer it towards the marshes, before stepping 
back and letting the car accelerate straight into the reeds. 


Perfect. Now for stage two. I shine my flashlight into the 
darkness and wait. After an anxious five minutes I see them, 
one set of yellow eyes followed by another and another. The 
crocs are coming to finish my work. By the time they’re 
finished, there’ll be nothing left for an autopsy, no trace of 
the dopezine, no trace of what used to be Marcus De Luca, 
nothing. Death by misadventure. 


He’ll not be bothering my woman again. 


I see two headlights in the distance right on cue, it’s Max 
arriving to take me back. 


I sleep well.. in my line of business, you don’t need a 
conscience not that I give a shit about ridding the world of a 
piece of garbage like that. 


I’m a light sleeper, I have to be and as soon as my phone 
starts to ring I’m up and answering it... my erection 
bouncing off my abs as I stand. Fuck, I need Grace more 
than ever, that woman has possessed me. 


I know where the call’s coming from, there’s only one man 
who has this number, and he’s back in Moscow. I can guess 
what he has to say before I even answer it. 


“What the hell is going on?” the voice on the other end 
sounds irritable and angry. 


“What do you mean?” I ask, as if I don’t already know. 


There’s a silence, and I hear a faint click, as if someone else 
is listening on the line. 


“You know damn well what I mean, Joey the Clown, we 
heard the news about his son.” 


I shrug into the phone. 
“And...” 


“Word gets around... we know it was you. This is a sensitive 
time for us as well, you know. The media’s all over this. 
What the hell is going on?” 


I stay silent for a minute, if you don’t know what to say keep 
mum... another of my mantras, at this rate I’ll be writing a 
book ‘The Top 10 Mantras of the Russian Mafia’. 


Careless talk costs lives, and all that shit. 
“And what about the woman? 


Now he’s got my attention. I need to know how much they 
have found out already. 


“What woman?” 


“Svolach, this is serious. We know about the woman, Grace 
Johnson. There is very little we don’t know about.” 


I’m breathing deeply. I have to be careful of what I say. 


“Leave her out of this. And about the other little matter, it 
was personal, nothing to do with the organization.” 


“Everything you do is for the organization. You’ve ruffled 
too many feathers this time, you’ve overstepped the mark. 
You think now that you’re in America you can do what you 
like, go freelance. Never forget you are just a tiny pawn in 
our game...and you know what happens to people who get 
in the way of the organization.” 


“Pm doing this FOR the organization,” I curl my fist, 
starting to see red. “We have been after Joey the Clown for 
years and now the chance has come. What did you expect 
me to do, sit on my ass? I had to act and quickly.” 


“T thought you said this was a personal matter?” 


Shit. I’m saying too much. Letting my anger cloud my 
reason. 


“It just so happens I managed to kill two hares for the price 
of one, that’s all.” 


“This woman is doing you no good, you are taking risks. We 
don’t like our agents to take such risks. The stakes are too 
high, action will be taken... to eliminate any weakness in 
our organization.” 


“What action?” I ask, but the line goes dead. I know only too 
well what he means by action. If they touch one hair on her 
head, I’ll kill the lot of them, single-handed. 


I’ve got no time to lose. Who knows what plans they’ve 
already put in place. We have agents everywhere. I 
probably walk past men and women every day who work for 
the same organization as me, particularly in this part of 
town. In this condo I’m literally a sitting target. 


I make a few quick calls, and I’m dressed and outside in 
under 2 minutes. I check the bike over for any signs of 
damage or interference. Just as I expected, I find a GPS 
tracker that’s been lodged under my seat - I know all the 
little tricks of my organization, but they expect me to panic, 
act without thinking. Well, I’m ahead of the game, one slip 
and I’m a dead man. As I pass by the river, I throw in the 
phone that my organization uses to contact me, no doubt 
they'll be tracking that too. 


I glance at my watch, Grace will be heading to class. I need 
to get to her before somebody else does. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


G race 


I’m sitting with Ria in the lecture hall. I don’t feel much like 
studying but life has to go on, I suppose. I’ve hardly slept a 
wink thinking about Boris, and I know I look like crap. 


“Long night?” Ria asks, and I manage a weak smile. 
“Something like that.” 
“Ts it this guy?” 


I’m about to speak when I stop, mouth open and stare 
toward the door where Boris is standing, looking around 
the room. 


“Excuse me, Ria... there's something...” 


I feel sick, not through giddiness but from the look on 
Boris’s face. He’s hard to read at the best of times, but it’s 
evident that somethings wrong. And if it’s bothering Boris 
then it’s something big. 


As I approach, he grabs my arm. 


“We’ve got to go, come with me.” 


I try and pull away. I can’t just be whisked away without 
knowing why. I’m not a kid. 


“T’ve got exams...” 


Before I can finish, Boris grabs hold of me and man-handles 
me out of the door. I see Ria staring, her eyes wide. 


“Grace!” 
“What the hell?” 


I try and kick out to stop him, but Boris is a force of nature, 
and he doesn’t stop until we’re out in the parking lot next to 
his bike. He plonks me down onto the back before handing 
me a helmet. 


“Put this on quickly.” 


I start to protest as a car pulls up beside us in the parking 
lot, a big black chevy with the windows tinted. 


Boris jumps on the front of the bike gripping the throttle 
just as the chevy window starts to wind down. I manage to 
catch a glimpse of two evil-looking men inside, just before 
we speed away. 


“Hang on,” Boris shouts as he drives as fast as the bike 
allows. I dig my arms deep into his sides, my heart in 
palpitations, with the image of the two men burnt into my 
mind. Who are they, and what have I got myself mixed up 
in? 


This thing moves fast and we quickly lose the chevy. I feel 
sick. It must be the shock, if Boris hadn’t turned up and 
abducted me, I don’t know what might have happened. 


We drive for what seems like hours until we reach the coast 
and pull into a massive complex of luxury apartments and a 


secure parking area. We ride down four levels until we stop 
at what must be the lowest level, and Boris parks the bike. 
It’s the only vehicle here, and I wonder how he knows about 
this place. Without speaking, he grabs my hand, and I take 
it without asking. I need to trust him. 


This is way more serious than I ever thought. It must have 
something to do with Marcus, but I know Boris will tell me 
everything in his own time. 


There is an internal concrete staircase, and we walk up... 
floor after floor. At the tenth floor I can hardly draw breath, 
but Boris pulls me onwards, keen to get to wherever we’re 
going as soon as possible. Two more flights later and we’re 
standing at a doorway which Boris opens with a key code. 


“Where are we?” I ask. 


Boris shrugs. “We're safe, that’s all you need to know.” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


B oris 


I’m not sure if Grace realizes how much danger she was in, 
but I can see in her eyes that she’s scared. And who 
wouldn’t be? I’m used to all this shit but to ninety-nine 
percent of the population... well it’s not the usual nine to 
five. 


Those assholes back in Moscow will be going crazy by now 
having lost their tabs on me. 


Grace is still shell shocked, but she stands up and starts 
checking out the room. There’s a huge picture window 
facing the ocean, and she’s drawn to it. 


“Don’t go near the window... snipers.” I warn her, and 
Grace ducks back into the center of the room. 


“What’s all this about, Boris? Should I call my mom, tell her 
what’s happening?” 


She dives into her bag, but I grab the phone out of her 
hands, discard the sim and battery in one quick motion and 


hand it back to her. Thank god it was turned off. Why didn’t 
I think of that before? Silly mistakes cost lives. 


“What... now I can’t even-” 


“A cell phone is the easiest way to track somebody, they 
would have been onto us in no time.” 


“Who are they, and what’s going on, Boris.” 


Grace flashes me her baby blues, and I just want to kiss her 
and feel those honeyed lips against mine. 


“TIl tell you all about it, when we’re out of this mess.” 


She crosses over to me and touches my arm, so gently that 
my cock starts to twitch. 


“Does this have to do with what happened to Marcus?” 
I nod. 


“What about my parents? Is there any way to call them, let 
them know I’m safe?” 


“I’m afraid not. And even if you could, they don’t have a 
phone where they are.” 


I see her swallow hard. 
“My parents are in danger because of this?” 


I nod again. “Everyone connected to me is in danger. I 
couldn’t take any chances. Don’t worry, they’re safe.” 


“What the hell does that mean, they’re safe, what have you 
done to them?” 


She turns on me, her eyes flaring with rage now. 


“Tt will be okay. You had a problem, I sorted it, all this will 
be yesterday's news in a few days. Trust me.” 


Her anger turns into tears, and she buries her head in my 
chest, raging against me. I guess I’d feel the same way. 


A wave of tenderness washes over me, and I hold her 
gently, my arms wrapped around her tiny waist. 


“Hey, I promised to look after you. Keep you safe and I will. 
Do you trust me.” 


Grace lifts her head, half sobbing, as her eyes focus onto 
mine. 


“T trust you.” 


Those three words mean so much to me, and I kiss away 
her tears, kiss her face and neck until finally my lips find 
hers. It’s the most tender kiss I can remember and I feel my 
heart aches for this girl in my arms. 


“T need to tell you about my life, Grace. I need to tell you 
everything.” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


G race 


Despite the situation, despite the danger to my parents and 
me, I feel safe in Boris’s arms. There’s something so solid, 
so dependable, so indestructible about the man that I have 
to believe him. I suppose there’s no alternative. 


“About yesterday...” he begins. “No, that’s not the right 
place to start. Let me tell you about the De Luca family.” 


Boris explains how Marcus and his dad, Joey, have been 
doing business with his organization for some time. 


“They’re the worst kind of criminals, ruthless, selfish, and 
they don’t care who gets in their way. After a colleague of 
mine, Alex, the agent I replaced got killed or should I say 
murdered, a brutal death, I had my suspicions who was 
responsible. When we got back from the lakes, when I’d 
sent you home, the information I needed was waiting for 
me. Marcus De Luca was his killer. Alex has two small kids, 
another on the way. They will grow up without ever 
knowing their father. It was a coincidence that the man I 
was looking for was the same person causing you grief.” 


I shake my head, it’s hard to believe Marcus as a violent 
killer, a freaky little creep perhaps...“But, how could 
Marcus murder anyone, he’d be no match for you or one of 
your people?” 


“Oh, these people never get their hands dirty. He hired 
someone to do his dirty work for him, they half mutilated 
Alex and tied him to the train tracks, by all accounts he was 
still conscious enough to see the train coming.” 


I shiver at the thought. “But what is it that’s worth killing a 
man for?” 


Boris shakes his head, “The only thing this world seems to 
value, money. A man’s life is cheap in comparison.” 


“So, all this is about drugs?” 


Boris laughs ruefully, “you’d think so perhaps, but no. Oh, 
De Luca is certainly involved in the drugs world, but they 
have their hands in several pies. The illegal transportation 
of reptile skins for one, it’s big business.” 


“Reptiles?” I can’t help but laugh, it seems so ridiculous. 


“Remember Ed talking about the dwindling numbers of 
crocs down by the lake? Well, one of the main reasons is 
that Marcus De Luca heads an operation supplying 
crocodile skins to the fashion industry, he’s the one 
responsible for the dwindling numbers of crocs down in the 
mangrove swamps. That’s why it was such a fitting end for 
him.” 


I freeze at his words, remembering the news bulletin, the 
footage of the crashed car half sunk into the swamps 
surrounding Key Largo. 


“You don’t mean...?” 


Boris nods, his face grave. “The guys who poach for him 
must have murdered thousands of crocs over the years. He 
deserved his end, an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, that 
kind of thing.” 


I turn away, not able to look him in the eye. 
“But that’s horrible, Boris...even for someone like Marcus.” 
Grabbing my hand, he pulls me to him. 


“Let me tell you about Marcus De Luca. So I have a thing 
about the crocodiles, they’re defenseless creatures that 
don’t deserve such a brutal death. Do you know how they’re 
killed, bludgeoned across the head to immobilize them then 
chopped across the back of the neck to sever their spinal 
cord to stop them thrashing around? 


“But it’s not just the crocs. It’s not just to avenge the death 
of my colleague, Alex. If they weren’t vile enough, Marcus 
has another little side-line, drugs and dealing to college 
kids. How many young lives has he ruined, Grace? He had 
to be stopped. The authorities were so tied up in his dad’s 
pockets that they turned a blind eye. That’s why I had to do 
it...now do you see?” 


I can’t help the tears that start to fall, partly out of shock, 
partly because I’m overtired. I’d heard rumors about the De 
Luca family but I thought they were all made up or at least 
exaggerated. 


“You say that my parents are safe?” I think about poor mom 
and her nerves, how will she ever cope with this. 


“T’ve had them taken to a safe-house for a few days.” 


“A safe house, but where?” This is too unreal, like 
something out of a B movie. 


“If I told you, it wouldn’t be safe. You just have to trust me.” 


Boris looks at me with his deep, brooding eyes. 


“I want to trust you, Boris. But there’s so much I don’t 
know, like what you actually do, for instance. How do I know 
that your line of business isn’t as damning as the De Luca’s, 
that you don’t just want them crowding your market?” 


“Well, you're half right, but not in the way you think. 
Remember those shipping crates back at the warehouse? 
Well, they're full of faux crocodile merchandise, handbags, 
shoes, belts, you name it. Trying to stop the illegal poaching 
of crocodiles has been on my agenda for years. I grew up 
surrounded by them thanks to Ed. I watched the babies 
grow, only to be hunted down and brutally killed. If people 
start to buy good quality, alternative products, then perhaps 
the demand for real crocodile skin products will decrease, 
and these creatures will be left in peace for once.” 


“But does that justify such a brutal killing? Did Marcus 
really deserve such a thing?” 


Boris pulls me closer, his face inches away from mine. 


“Listen, there’s something I’m not telling you. I received a 
warning from Moscow. I’ve irritated someone at the top of 
my organization. They must have been in deep with the De 
Luca’s and they wanted to get at me through the only chink 
in my armor, you.” 


The way he looks at me chills my blood. 
“But what does that mean?” 
“What do you think?” 


So those men in the chevy would have killed me if it wasn’t 
for Boris’s timely intervention. I shiver at what they might 
have planned for my death. It’s a sobering thought, and 


suddenly all the anger leaves me and I sink onto the couch 
exhausted. 


“So where does that leave me... us? Where is all this 
leading to, Boris?” 


He sits down next to me and takes my hand. 


“T didn’t choose this life. I had no choice. I was sent over 
here as a child to live with an uncle. My mother and father 
were so poor back in Moscow that they couldn’t afford to 
feed me. I missed them, of course, but I settled well.. after 
all America is the land of opportunity or so they said. 
Anyway, just after my eighteenth birthday my uncle sat me 
down and told me that my mother was in trouble. My father 
had died and left debts that my mother couldn’t afford to 
pay...and these were men who would kill for the price of a 
loaf of bread. There was only one way to repay the debt. I 
would have to work for the organization my father owed 
money to. I had no choice, it was my life in America against 
the murder of my mother. Even though I hadn’t seen her for 
years, I still carried a photo of her.” 


I squeeze his hand, suddenly this enigma of a man is 
making sense. 


“Pm not saying this to upset you or for your sympathy. I just 
want you to know the truth about me. 


“So what next, what about the future?” 


“That’s just it, Grace. I’ve always meant to find a straight 
path, but since I’ve met you, I’ve been more determined 
than ever. I’ve been working on my own business for 
several years now, just managing to keep under the radar of 
my organization. I’ve had the help of a few trusted friends, 
Alex was one of them. He was hoping to go legit with me. 
Don’t you see, together we can be a great team, you with 


your business studies and me with my connections. Now 
that the De Luca crocodile skin trade is dead in the water, it 
opens up the market for my goods. I’ve already been 
approached by some high-end retailers to buy my 
products.” 


He holds me close, and I snuggle in his arms, trying to make 
sense of everything that’s happened. A line from a poem I 
learned years ago pops into my head ‘J am the master of my 
fate... I am the captain of my soul’ perhaps now is the time 
to take control of my life. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


B oris 


I hold Grace as she falls asleep in my arms. I’ve never 
wanted to protect anyone so much in my whole life. I’ve got 
a raging erection, but this is not the time. So much has 
happened in such a few short days that I don’t want to add 
any more pressure. She’ll come to me in her own time. I try 
to make myself as comfortable as I can. I’m almost dropping 
off myself when there’s a knock at the door. 


There’s only one person it could be. 


I slide my arms from under her as gently as I can, trying not 
to wake my sleeping beauty, and head for the door. 


The knock comes again in the agreed format, three knocks 
a pause two knocks. Still, to be on the safe side I check 
through the peephole in the door before opening it. 


It’s Dimitri. 
I lead him into the kitchen not wanting to disturb Grace. 


“So, what news?” 


Dimitri smiles. “You are in luck, my friend. They’re off your 
back. Although your actions have split the organization in 
two. You have opened up many opportunities here. Word 
has come from the highest authorities in Moscow that you 
are in the clear. You are safe, my friend.” 


“What about the girl’s parents?” 


“They are safe too, they are being taken back home,” he 
looks at his watch, “as we speak.” 


I breathe more easily, this is working out much better than I 
anticipated. 


“And what about De Luca?” 


Dimitri shrugs. “It appears someone hacked into his Swiss 
Bank account and all his money is gone, just like that. With 
no money, and no influence, he finds himself alone, no more 
police protection. He was arrested this morning after a 
major tip-off to the police by an anonymous caller. Looks 
like he’s going to be away for a long time.” 


Joey De Luca deserves worse then imprisonment, but there 
will be men in jail who don’t like the idea of selling drugs to 
kids. I doubt if he’ll last long in that environment. 


I hear a noise from the next room, it sounds as if Grace is 
waking. Dimitri takes his cue and heads for the door. 


“Who was that,” Grace enters the hallway just as I’m 
closing the door behind Dimitri. 


“That was good news, all is well. We’re safe, including your 
parents.” 


She rushes into my arms, the relief clear on her face. 
“How are you feeling, are you hungry? Do you want to eat?” 


She looks up at me, a curious glint in those baby blue eyes. 


“T’m starving, but not for food.” 


My mouth is inches away from hers, and I don’t need to ask 
a second time, crashing my lips against hers and their 
softness. 


A moan escapes her lips as I pull her in closer to me, her 
breasts squashed against my chest, hard swollen nipples 
pressing into my shirt. My tongue finds hers, and I take her 
mouth, plunging into the soft sweetness as if my life 
depends on it. 


My cock is hard, rampant, and I press it against her body 
aching to be inside her. 


“T want you, Grace. Do you want me?” I whisper in her ear 
and feel her soft breath against my neck. 


“Yes. I want you, Boris. I need you so much,” she breathes. 
I pull away for a moment and look her in the eye. 


“Are you sure? There’s no going back. After this, you will be 
mine, you understand, for the rest of your life?” 


She nods, “I want to belong to you, Boris. Forever.” 


Her eyes change in a split second from an angel to a 
temptress. 


“Do you know what you’re letting yourself in for?” 
She smiles dangerously. 
“Tell me?” 


“Tm not going to let you out of this place until I’ve had you 
every which way I can. Once I start, I’m not going to 
stop...even when you plead with me. I’m going to take you 
so hard that you won’t be able to walk for a week.” 


I’m in my stride now, the beast within me has taken over 
and I know she wants me to talk dirty to her. I can see the 
way her eyes are shining when I mention taking her hard. 


“Tell me what you want. Tell me that you want me to take 
you hard.” 


She’s breathing heavily, those magnificent breasts rising 
and falling with sheer lust. 


“I want you inside me. I want to feel all of you inside my 
tight pussy. I want you to stretch me until I’m begging you 
to stop.” 


Fuck, this girl knows how to talk dirty and I feel my cock 
reacting, my balls are aching for this girl. 


“Go on.” 


“T want you to take me hard, like the beast I know you can 
be. I need to be lost in you, so all I can feel is you.” 


“And after this, you’ll be mine. And only mine?” 


She looks into the depths of my eyes. “You’ll be the only 
man I ever know, the only man I'll ever need. I promise. No 
man could ever make me feel like this, except you.” 


It’s as I thought, she’s pure, untouched, just waiting for me. 


“T won't disappoint you. I’ll make you feel so alive, so many 
emotions that you won’t know what’s hit you. Your life will 
never be the same again.” 


I feel the goosebumps prick along her arms, the pounding 
of her heart inside her chest, nothing can hold me back. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


G race 


I’m so full of emotion that I feel dizzy, lust taking over until 
I’m a mass of nerve endings firing off and sparking in my 
brain and between my legs. He kisses my face, my hair, his 
lips meeting mine briefly before kissing my neck finding the 
pulse at the base of my throat and licking the skin in the 
valley between my breasts. My nipples are hard, so needy 
that when his mouth sucks them over my shirt, I almost 
come. 


He pulls me closer, and I can feel his hard length pushing 
against me as he grinds his body into mine. 


“I’m so hard for you. I need you. Now,” he growls, scooping 
me up into his arms and heading for the bedroom. 


I’m tossed carelessly onto the bed, and in one swift motion, 
he removes his pants and shirt. 


“Take off your clothes for me,” he orders, “ I want to see 
you,” and a tingle of pleasure ripples through me. I waste 
no time in following his orders. I like this side of Boris, it’s 
SO SeXy. 


I stare at his cock, it’s huge, and I try and imagine it inside 
me. 


“Don’t worry,” he says, watching my eyes, “Pll fit. You’ll soon 
have my whole length buried deep inside you.” 


I watch as he crawls onto the bed like a wild beast hunting 
its prey. He grabs my foot and kisses it, I can hardly bear it, 
his tongue flicking over the top, causing me to squirm with 
delight. His hands move, pushing against my knees, his 
mouth following and licking the inside of my leg towards my 
center. 


He’s grunting and growls like a wild man, heightening my 
lust, his face now between my legs. He stops for a moment 
and looks up at me. 


“You smell delicious, do you know that. I’m going to lick this 
pretty little pussy of yours until you're begging me to take 
you. Then I’m going to slide inside you, the only man to ever 
feel that tight pussy of yours around his cock. I’m going to 
fill you up, bury myself inside you, make you whole. Make 
you mine. Forever.” 


As his mouth moves over me, I tilt my hips towards him, 
pushing hard. His tongue licks along my slit lapping at my 
wetness and I feel my pussy contract aching for him. His 
hands slide under me grasping my ass and kneading it with 
his fingers, lifting me further onto him, his tongue flicking 
delicately over my engorged hard nub. 


“Oh god,” I scream out as a bolt of electricity courses 
through me. I squirm and writhe in his arms, but he keeps 
on lapping at my clit until I’m a bundle of sensations. 


“I want to feel you come all over my face,” he growls into 
the depths of my pussy, the vibration of his voice almost 
sending me over the edge. 


I can hardly stand it as he dives in deeper with his tongue, 
stopping just when I think I can’t take any more, taking me 
to the brink but not letting me fall. Not just yet. 


Until finally I lose all control as my body stiffens, a wave of 
overwhelming intensity washing over me, and I’m lost for a 
moment, floating on a sea of ecstasy. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


B oris 


She grabs my hair, almost scalping me as she comes. Riding 
her pleasure over my face until her screams turn into low 
moans as I lap up her juices, flowing like a fountain from 
her swollen pussy. The sticky sweet liquid fills my mouth, 
and I feel like a drowning man as I come up for air. Oh, 
what a way to die. 


Suddenly, she’s still, all passion spent, like a rag doll in my 
arms. I slide over the top of her, crushing my aching cock 
against her skin. 


“This is no time to sleep,” I murmur, finding her lips and 
kissing her deeply, drenching her mouth with her own 
perfume. 


“How do you like the taste of your pussy?” I ask playfully, 
and she opens one eye, looking at me. 


“Are you going to fuck me now?” 
I like a girl to be direct. 


“Do you want me to? How much do you want me?” 


“As much as you need me!” she says, and with that, she 
reaches down and grabs my cock. Her small hand barely 
spanning my girth. 


“T want to hear you beg, say please.” 
“Please, Boris. I want you to take me.” 


“You want to feel my massive cock inside you, filling up that 
tight little pussy of yours. Filling you full of hot my seed 
until it’s dripping down your thighs, is that what you want.” 


“Yes, that’s it, that’s exactly what I want,” she pants, her 
eyes dilating with the intensity of her passion. 


I don’t need any further encouragement. I don’t need any 
encouragement at all, just the sound of her saying my 
name, almost has me coming. 


“I want you to see this, see me entering you for the first 
time...” I knife my hand through her hair, lifting her head 
until she can see my cock nestled against her mound. 


I nudge the tip of my cock so that it’s flush against her slit 
and pause. 


“Now keep your eyes open, I want you to watch as I slide 
my cock into your tight flesh. I’m going to split you right 
open with my length, as I take your cherry. Are you ready 
for this?” 


Grace nods, her mouth parted in anticipation. 


I push forward gently at first. Lodging the head of my cock, 
just the tip into her wetness. Just the touch of her, the 
warmth, the sticky hot wetness of her almost makes me 
come. But not yet. I don’t want to waste a drop of my seed, 
it’s all for her. I want to fill her up, fill her so deep that her 
womb doesn't stand a chance. I want her to have my 
children, lots of them, and no way am I going to use any 


protection. I want to feel those tight pussy walls clamping 
against my bare skin, there’s no other way. 


I watch her eyes watching me as I penetrate her further. 
Her eyes widen as I start to stretch her, feeling the pull and 
suction as she grips my length. 


“Ah!” She arches her back, eyes momentarily closed as I 
shift up a gear, pushing further and further inside her. 


“You’re the perfect woman for me,” I growl, gritting my 
teeth, trying to keep my focus. Hell, she’s so tight, and it’s 
all I can do to stop myself from shooting my load deep 
inside her. 


“Aahhh,” a small cry of pain escapes her lips as I bury my 
shaft even deeper, and I pause, letting her get used to the 
feeling. 


“Are you okay, am I hurting you?” 


She looks up, eyes glazed with a mixture of pleasure and 
pain, and nods. 


“Tell me you're okay, tell me if you want me to stop.” 


I watch her sumptuous breasts rising and falling as she 
takes deep breaths, a thin line of sweat running between 
her twin peaks. 


“Don’t stop,” she gasps, “it’s just that you’re so big... I can 
feel every inch of you...” 


“Do you want some more?” 
“T want all of you...inside me. Now...” 


Grace pushes her hips towards me, gripping down on my 
cock and taking it deeper inside her until I’m buried 
completely, my balls flush against her ass. 


I reach over and kiss her, knowing there’s no going back as 
my hips thrust into her, my animal instinct taking over. It 
feels so good. She feels like heaven as I dive deep inside 
her, filling her pussy again and again. She holds me to her, 
gripping my back and those sharp fingernails dig into my 
skin. The sensation only heightens my pleasure as I pound 
away at her, grunting like an animal. 


I pin her down with my mouth as my pleasure mounts, 
filling her mouth with my tongue as my cock fills her pussy. 


“Now you're mine...” I growl, as I feel my seed rising, ready 
to burst. My back stiffens as my whole body starts to tingle, 
from the tip of my toes to the top of my head, then back 
down along my shaft and into her. The feeling consumes me 
like fire as I shoot my load deep inside her and my cock 
jerks as each wave floods her pussy. 


Grace cries out as she bucks and writhes under my weight. 
I can feel her heart pounding as I continue to thrust inside 
her, letting her ride out the pleasure as she drains my cock 
for everything I’ve got. 


After a few moments, she lies still and I feel my weight start 
to settle on top of her as my body relaxes, I roll to her side, 
my arms still around her. 


She looks so beautiful, her blond hair damp and sticking 
around her beautiful face, her blue eyes almost black with 
post dilated pleasure. 


“T hope you know that you’ve turned my life upside down?” 
she smiles as she snuggles into my side. 


I hold her closer, and it’s almost as if we’re one person. It’s 
hard to see where she starts, and I finish. 


“T hope that’s a good thing?” 


“T’ve never felt so alive. I never imagined my life like this - 
with someone like you...” 


“And now...?” 


“And now,” she says, staring right at me, “I could never 
imagine a life without you.” 


“Me neither, my world has been pretty brutal up until now, 
you’re like a bright angel shining your light on my life. But 
there’s one thing I haven’t mentioned yet...something 
important that you should know...need to know before we 
go any further.” 


I feel her swallow hard as she looks deep into my eyes. 


“What, what is it, Boris... what do you need to tell me... you 
can tell me anything... you know that, don’t you?” 


I smile and kiss her again. 


“T just wanted to tell you, Grace Johnson, that I love you.” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


G race 


I wake to the sunlight streaming through the windows. As 
per the last couple of mornings, it takes me a few moments 
to remember exactly where I am and what’s happened. Last 
night comes flooding back, and I can’t stop the grin that 
spreads across my face. I still ache, deep inside my pussy, 
the result of his hard cock taking my virginity and it feels 
good. I turn over but the bed is empty, Boris is gone. I check 
the bedside clock, it’s already 10 o’clock, Boris must have 
worn me out. I call out, but there’s no answer, so I get up to 
find my clothes. I pull on my shirt and underwear and walk 
half-dressed into the kitchen, expecting to find Boris 
drinking his brand of strong Russian coffee but the place is 
deserted. It’s eerily quiet and I start to get spooked. 


What if his informant got it all wrong. What if it was all a 
plan to get Boris’s guard down. What if something 
happened. 


My mind is working overtime as I hear the click of the front 
door opening. I hold my breath, this could be it, this could 
be my last moment alive. 


“Boris!” I rush into his arms as he steps into the kitchen, 
sobbing with relief. 


“Hey, what’s happened? What is all this?” 


I’m laughing and crying at the same time as he bends down 
and plants a kiss on my lips. 


“You weren't here, I was frightened..I thought.” 
He steps away for a moment, still holding onto my arms. 


“I’m sorry, Grace. I should have said something. It’s just 
that you looked so peaceful, I didn’t want to wake you. I 
should have thought. I’ve put you through a lot over the last 
few days, but listen to me, there’s no need to worry we’re 
safe. I would never let anything happen to you. You do 
believe me, don’t you?” 


“Of course, sorry. I’m just being stupid. It just takes some 
getting used to, I guess?” 


He kisses me again, circling my waist with his arms. 
“Well, I hope so, because I have something for you.” 


Suddenly Boris lets go of my hands and kneels before me, 
pulling a small box from his pocket. 


“Will you marry me, Grace Johnson?” 


“What...2” I look down at the box in his hand, at the 
diamond ring that must be at least ten carats. 


“T told you last night that there would be no going back. 
Now that you’re mine. I want to make it official. I love and 
need you, Grace...more than anything I’ve ever wanted in 
my life. I will cherish, honor, respect, and look after you for 
the rest of your life, if you’ll have me?” 


I look down at this big, crazy, adorable Russia kneeling 
before me with the largest diamond ring I’ve ever seen, and 
for a moment, I’m speechless. 


“Well,” he urges, and I note a look of panic starting to 
spread across his face. 


“Yes! Of course I’ll marry you. You look more frightened 
than I was five minutes ago. I love you, Boris, and I want 
you by my side forever.” 


Relief floods his face as he stands and places the ring on my 
finger. It fits perfectly. 


“How on earth did you know my ring size?” I laugh as he 
holds me, planting kisses all over my mouth. 


“Don’t forget, Miss. Johnson,” he winks. “I know everything 
about you.” 


He kisses me again, this time long and slow, much more 
intimate than our frenzied lovemaking last night. A wave of 
love washes over me, and I know this man is the only one I'll 
ever need that we’ll be equal partners in this relationship. 
One that’s built on trust and respect, as well as love. 


“What about my dad?” 


I suddenly think about mom and dad and how they’ll react 
to this news, it’s the only blot on the landscape. Still, I’m 
over twenty-one and can do what I like, but it would be 
good to have their blessing. 


“Yeah, I was figuring that out. I suppose we have to tell 
them sooner rather than later. We should head over there 
this afternoon, but first, there’s something we have to do.” 


Boris pulls me closer, and I feel his erection, hard and hot 
against my belly. I guess I’m just going to have to get used 
to this... 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


B oris 


This isn’t going to be easy. Ed Johnson and I were so close 
at one time. I was his best-man for god’s sake, and I don’t 
expect him to take the news easily. 


Where back in the kitchen at the Johnson house where all 
this started, standing hand in hand as Monica and Ed look 
on in disbelief as Grace shows them her engagement ring. 
Monica’s never really liked me, always thought I was a bad 
influence on her beloved Ed. 


She pushes him forward. “Do something about this, Ed, 
don’t just stand there.” 


Poor Ed, he’s as mad as hell, his face as white as a sheet as 
he squares up to me, rolling up his sleeves. 


“Now, Ed. Let’s just talk about this, like old friends. Eh, like 
real men...” 


Ed slugs me straight in the jaw. I didn’t see that coming... 
didn’t even know he had it in him. Lucky for me, the man’s 
flabby and unfit, but he’s still mad enough to pack a punch. 


“Okay, Ed. I suppose I deserved that. Now let’s talk, huh?” I 
say, rubbing my jaw, impressed with my old friend. 


“You can’t just talk your way out of this, Boris. What you’ve 
done is unforgivable, the danger you’ve put us all in and 
now this. Monica’s a nervous wreck and Grace, well she’s 
half your age for a start. Don’t they have forty-year-old 
women in Russia?” 


That blow hits me harder than his punch, as I dodge 
another left hook aimed straight at my jaw. 


I grab his hand and hold it firm. 


“Now, I want you to listen to me, Ed. Do you think I would 
have put you and your family in danger? You know how 
much you mean to me. I had you moved temporarily just so 
I could keep you safe. And believe me your little part of the 
world is much safer now that I’ve dealt with one or two 
shall we say unsavory characters. The De Luca’s won’t be 
bothering this state or any other.” 


Ed’s eyes widen, “So that was you?” 


The revelation knocks the wind from his sails for a minute, 
but he’s soon back. 


“But what about Grace, she’s just a kid, our baby. We had 
plans...” 


“What plans Ed? To see her married to some spotty college 
grad, struggling to buy their first house, working her 
fingers to the bone in a boring nine to five job for the rest of 
her life?” 


Ed shrugs, losing some of his anger and grabbing hold of 
Monica’s hand. 


“Well, that’s what we did...but we got through it together, 
because we loved each other. You should know, you were at 


the wedding!” 


“And you don’t think I love your daughter. Listen, Ed. I have 
enough put away already to look after your daughter for a 
lifetime. I love her, and she loves me. I already have a 
legitimate business deal lined up.” 


“And what about your connections in Moscow, you can’t say 
that’s legitimate? All of what’s happened over the last few 
days, we’ve been worried sick about Grace. How do we 
know we can trust you with our daughter?” 


“I give you my word. My connections with Moscow will be 
severed. I have dual nationality with both Russia and 
America. I’m setting up my home and business here in the 
USA, your daughter will want for nothing.” 


“It’s true, Mom, Dad. And I love Boris, he makes me happy. 
Surely you only want to see me happy?” Grace steps 
forward and shows off her ring. 


Monica looks as though she’s about to faint, and I grab her 
arm quickly and help her to a seat at the table. “It’s all so 
sudden... I don’t know what to think...” 


“Tt’s all okay, really mom. It’s what I want. Boris will make 
me happy, just like you and Dad. 


Grace hugs her Mom, and I hold out my hand. 
“Ed, I hope you can accept me as your new son-in-law?” 


My old friend half-smiles and rubs his face, not quite 
knowing what to do or say. Finally, he takes my hand. 


“I can’t say I’m happy about this, Boris. It’s going to take 
some getting used to...but there’s nothing I can do to stop 
you. If Grace is happy, then I’m happy. Just promise me one 
thing, never hurt my baby girl.” 


I shake his hand firmly. “I promise.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


G race 


We head back to the warehouse apartment, and I’m just 
wondering how long we’ll end up living here, when Boris 
breaks my thoughts. 


“T’ve been checking out real estate in the area. I think we 
should move out of here as soon as we can, what do you 
think? 


I nod. “It’s a great idea, a new start, a new home.” 


He moves in close and holds me tight. “But there’s 
something we have to do. We have some unfinished 
business to see to yes?” Taking my hand he leads me into 
the warehouse, and I look at him out of the corner of my 
eye, wondering what he has in mind. 


“Now, we haven’t properly christened this place yet,” he 
says, “there’s a little something I would like you to do,” he 
says, pushing my hand down to his groin, where I can feel 
his swelling passion. 


“We never did have lunch. I thought you might be hungry?” 


With his other hand he pulls down his zipper and opens his 
fly to unleash his gigantic cock, his flesh warm and 
throbbing against my hand. 


“Now. I want you to kneel and take me deep in your throat,” 
he orders. 


Grabbing my hair, he pushes my face down towards his 
cock, pointing straight up at me. I lick my lips and wrap 
them around his tip as he thrusts upwards, sliding his thick 
shaft past my tongue and halfway down my throat. 


Immediately my gag reflex kicks in and I start to choke. He 
brings his flesh back out again allowing me to catch my 
breath. It’s such a turn on letting him control me like this 
and I’m hungry for more. 


I take him in my mouth again, this time trying to focus on 
breathing through my nose so I can take him deeper and 
longer. He starts thrusting in a gentle rhythm, pulling on 
my hair as his cock moves in and out my mouth. 


“Do you like that, do you like taking my thick cock? Do you 
want me to go deeper?” 


I can’t speak with my mouth full, but I nod as he pushes 
further down my windpipe, blocking off my air supply for a 
mere second before pulling away again. I love it, knowing I 
can trust him completely, this feeling of being utterly 
helpless. 


Now he starts to increase the pace, pumping me faster, and 
I can feel that he’s close to the edge. I suck harder, using 
my lips, and my tongue to please him. 


“Oh fuck,” he screams as he bucks against me, slamming 
his abs against my forehead as his cock slams into my 
throat, his hot sticky load coating the back of my throat. He 


pulls away slightly, and I continue to suck until there’s not 
one drop left. 


My pussy is aching for him now drenched in my own juices. 
He looks deep into my eyes and sees my passion. 


“You’re such a dirty naughty girl,” he laughs. “I think I'll 
have to teach you a lesson.” 


He hauls me up, grabbing the sides of my jeans, and he 
yanks them down exposing my wet panties. 


“You are a very naughty girl,” he says, running a finger 
along the crotch of my panties and bringing it to his nose. 


“You smell delicious...ripe for the plucking but first I need to 
teach you a lesson.” 


I watch as he picks up a piece of light rope and slashes it 
across the air. 


“There’s only one way to deal with a naughty wet girl, you 
need a good spanking, now get down on all fours.” 


A shiver of pleasure ripples through my spine as I do as he 
says. 


“Now, stick that delicious ass of yours high in the air.” 
I wiggle with delight and bracing myself. 
“Oh, you're such a naughty girl.” 


I feel the hot snap of the rope flash across my cheeks, 
jerking my head forward. 


“Ah! Boris that stings.” 
“Do you want me to stop?” 


I laugh and wriggle my butt some more. 


“You said I’ve been a naughty girl, and I need to be 
punished.” 


My squeals echo around the empty warehouse as he spanks 
me with the rope, the heat coming off my ass is incredible, 
and I feel the excitement building up inside me. 


He stops, and his footsteps echo behind me. 

“Now, are you ready for my cock?” 

“Yes,” I can hardly speak, my voice heavy with lust. 

“What was that? I want to hear you beg, beg for my cock.” 
“I want...I want to feel your cock inside me... please...” 


It’s true. I’m dying for it, and then I feel Boris press his cock 
against my ass. 


“T told you that you’d be completely mine, and that means 
taking you in every position, you understand? I took your 
pussy cherry last night, now I’m going to take that tight 
little asshole of yours.” 


His hands move to my thighs adjusting my position, opening 
my legs wider, stroking a finger stroking down between my 
cheeks and circling my puckered hole. 


Instinctively I clench, contracting my buttocks. 


“Relax, I need those little clenched muscles of yours nice 
and relaxed. Don’t worry baby. I’ll take it easy. We just need 
a little lubricant...” 


He glides his shaft against my pussy lips, wetting his cock 
with my juices. 


“Now, feel it,” he says as he starts to nudge the tip of his 
rock hard cock into my ass. 


“Relax baby, feel me enter you, inch by inch.” 


It’s bittersweet at first with a cock that size pounding my 
ass there’s bound to be some pain. But as he eases in his 
length inside me, I feel my muscles contract, pushing 
against him as he thrusts deeper and deeper. 


“Boris,” I scream as the pain-pleasure hits my threshold, 
and he pauses for a moment, his shaft right up my ass. 


“Okay?” he asks, “You ready for some more?” 
I brace myself and grit my teeth. “I’m ready.” 


Boris slides his cock fully out of me before slamming it back 
in again, and my opened asshole takes him in, this time 
more easily. He’s like a beast, some wild animal, rutting 
behind me grunting and growling. I feel strange and 
incredible at the same time. 


“I’m going to come, but I want you to come at the same 
time,” he grunts, his voice now a mere rasp, and he brings 
one hand under my belly and finds my swollen clit, rubbing 
in rhythm to the pounding of his cock. 


I shatter as he shoots his hot seed deep into my ass, so I’m 
burning on the inside and the out. I feel my muscles 
tightening as I come, squeezing the life out of his cock as 
his moans bounce off the walls. 


I collapse, spent onto the floor, and he follows sprawled 
across my back as we both catch our breath. 


“Are you okay?” He eventually slides off me and pulls me 
close. 


I feel like a dirty bad-ass girl, his hot sticky mess dripping 
between my cheeks. It feels good, being his naughty girl. 
Now I truly belong to him in every sense of the word. 


I feel vulnerable and yet safe with this incredibly sexy man. 
I trust him with my life, he’s my one true love. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


B oris 


I have another little surprise for Grace, but I don’t tell her 
what. I weave through the traffic with my woman behind 
me, leaving behind my old life and ready to start the new. 
She doesn't know it, but even as we celebrated our 
engagement at dinner, I had men moving my things out of 
the apartment, leaving that and the warehouse empty. Now 
we ride through the night towards her surprise. 


I feel like a million bucks and all of those other corny 
phrases from old school Hollywood-schmooze musicals. I 
never thought I’d find the perfect woman for me. I didn’t 
even know she existed until a week ago. Now, she’s integral 
to my life, the very air I breathe. 


I park up, and I give her a chance to get her bearings. As 
she steps forward, she stops abruptly. “Isn’t this... it looks 
so different in the dark?” 


She looks up at me, her eyes wide in amazement. 


“Yup, this is where we were holed up for a few days, 
welcome to your new home.” 


“But you said the Russian mafia owned this?” 
“Well maybe they did, but now it’s owned by me.” 


I kiss her as the security guard steps out to greet us and 
escort us to the elevator. As he reaches out to touch Grace 
slightly on the shoulder, to maneuver her in the right 
direction, I bare my teeth like a rabid wolf and his hand 
drops immediately. No man and I mean NO man is going to 
touch my woman, ever. 


The security guard disappears as the door shuts, and I take 
her in my arms again. 


“Welcome home my wife to be. This will be a great place to 
bring up the kids with the ocean at our doorstep.” 


“T have to get through college first though,” she laughs. 


The elevator door pings open, and we walk out into the 
familiar hallway. I pause as I open the door before scooping 
her into my arms and carrying her over the threshold and 
straight into the bedroom. A hundred candles light the 
room, and the champagne is already chilling on ice, just as I 
ordered, I set her down on the bed while I pop the cork. 


“Tt’s not the same as vodka, but it will do for a start.” 


She gazes around her new home in wonderment, and I feel 
pride swelling in my chest knowing I have pleased the 
woman I love. 


“Its beautiful,” she gasps, “ you're full of surprises, no one 
would ever guess by looking at you just how romantic you 
are.” 


“Don’t tell anyone or you'll ruin my reputation,” I wink, and 
Grace stands as I hand her the glass of gently bubbling fizz. 


“Here’s to us za liubof.” 


I raise my glass to meet hers, the light from the candles 
dancing in her blue eyes as she sips her drink. 


“Wow this is amazing,” she says, finishing her glass and 
holding it out for a refill. 


“It should be, it’s the best money can buy. I thought you 
should enjoy it, it might be your last opportunity for a 
while?” 


I fill her glass as she eyes me suspiciously. 
“What do you mean?” 


“Well, when the babies are on the way, you’ll have to hold 
off on any drinking.” 


Grace almost chokes on her champagne. 
“But that won’t be for a long while...” 


“Won't it?” I raise an eyebrow and pat her perfectly flat 
stomach. “We’ll see. I’ve filled you so full of my seed that 
your womb doesn't stand a chance.” 


For a moment, she looks at me over the rim of her glass and 
I see that same look of innocence she gave me the first time 
we met. The time my heart almost stopped and I started to 
fall hopelessly in love with her. 


“And if you’re not- then perhaps I have to try harder...” 


I take the glass from her hand, scoop her into my arms, and 
place her on the center of the bed. 


“T love you, Grace Johnson. I always will. Now, let’s get you 
out of those clothes...” 


EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 


G race 


Dad and Boris are in the back room. I can hear their shouts 
from here. Although Dad was wary at first he’s come round, 
even Mom seems happy for me. Boris is trying to get dad 
into shape but it’s taking some doing. I step from the 
kitchen and into the vast space that Boris has turned into 
an indoor gym, with our eighteen month toddler, Daniel, 
squirming in my arms. He’s just like his father, strong willed 
and stubborn. 


I leave Daniel with the men, while I prepare lunch, hearing 
his squeals of pleasure as Boris lifts him onto his shoulders. 


He’s his daddy’s boy, and Boris is a great dad. 


In between getting married, setting up a new home, and 
giving birth, I managed to graduate from college with a 
business degree. It wasn’t necessary as I’m already working 
in our own successful business, but I wanted to do it, just 
for me and Boris understood, encouraging me all the way. 


He’s good like that, encouraging. That’s why he’s helping 
Mom and Dad to shake off their middle-aged existence and 


live a little. Dad works for Boris now and my parent's life is 
so much easier, even Mom looks ten years younger. 


The sex is as exciting as it ever was, probably better if that’s 
possible. Boris makes me feel as sexy as the first day he met 
me and he has an insatiable appetite, which is catching. 


Maybe two years of living a legit life with Daniel and me 
have polished off some of his edges but he’s still my rough 
diamond, and I wouldn’t change a thing. It comes in handy 
when we need some space at the beach, one look at Boris, 
and the other families seem to make room for us. 


We love it here by the ocean, the gentle sea breeze, the 
moonlit walks, seeing the sunrise and sunset together. 


Life is good, and business is great. The faux croc skin goods 
have boomed and we have more money than we could ever 
need. Boris is using the money for good through his mafia 
connections, he’s set up an institute to provide education 
for the poor kids in Russia, and a foundation to give them a 
good start in life. I’m so proud of all that he’s achieved, this 
bear of a man that I love so much. 


I’m just putting the casserole dish into the oven as Boris 
grabs me from behind. 


“Hey, sexy, need any help?” 


I feel the rod of his hard cock pushing into my back, like I’m 
being held ransom I put up my arms in mock defense. 


“Don’t shoot,” I laugh “Where’s dad?” 


“Don’t worry about him, I’ve just sent him out on a five mile 
run, he’ll be gone the better part of an hour.” 


“And Daniel?” 


“T wore him out, he’s fast asleep in his crib. So you see, we 
have time...” 


I turn around and face him, seeing the lust in his eyes. 
“Time for what?” I tease. 


“To make another baby... maybe this time a girl, just like 
her beautiful momma?” 


Taking me by the hand he pulls me towards the bedroom, 
his other hand already pulling at the buttons on my shirt. 


And do you know, I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
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